Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



;v Google 



;v Google 



ck 



■ SNZ^:;,. Google 






Dig tiz^c;,. Google 



;,■ Google 



■ Sliz.^:;,. Google 



;, Google 



THE 

POETICAL WORKS 

OP 

WILLIAM COLLINS, 

ENBICHED WITH 

ELEGANT ENGRAVINGS. 

TO WHICH 13 FBEFIXBD 

A LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 

ST DR. yoBNSON. 

LONDON: 

PRINTED BT T. BMNSLET, 

FOE E. HARDING, N° Q8, FALL-MALL. 



■ SNZ^:;,. Google 



;,■ Google 



THE LIFE 



WILLIAM COLLINS. 



William CoLLiKs was bom at Chiches- 
ter on the twenty-fifth of Decemberj about 
1720. His father was a hatter, of good 
reputation. He was in 1733, as Dr. War- 
ton has kindly informed me, admitted scho- 
lar of Winchester college, where he was 
educated by Dr. Burton. His English ex- 
ercises were better than his Latin. 

He first courted the notice of the 
public by some verses to a Lady weeping, 
published in the Gentleman's Magazine. 
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In 1740, he stood first in the list of the 
scholars to be received in succession at 
New college; but unhappily there was no 
vacancy. This was the ori^nal misfortune 
of his life. He became a commoner of 
Queen's college, probably with a scanty 
maintenance; but was in about half a year 
elected a demy of Magdalen college, where 
he continued till he had taken a bachelor's 
degree, and (hen suddenly left the univer- 
sity; for what reason I know not that he 
told. 

He now (about 1744) came to Lond^ 
a literary adventurer, with many projects 
in his head, and very little money in his 
pocket. He designed many works; but 
his great fault was irresolution, or the fre- 
quent calls of immediate necessity broke 
his schemes, and su^red him to pursue 
no settled purpose. A man, doubtful of 






his dinner, or trembling at a creditor, is 
not much disposed to abstracted medita- 
tion, or remote inquiries. He published 
proposals for a History of the Revival of 
Learning; and I have heard him speak 
with great kindness of Leo the Tenth, and 
with keen resentment of his tasteless suc- 
cessor. But probably not a page of the 
History was ever written. He planned 
several tragedies, but he only planned 
them. He wrote now-and-then odes and 
other poems, and did something, however 
litde. 

About this time I fell into his com- 
pany. His appearance was decent and 
manly; his knowledge considerable, his 
views extensive, his conversation elegant, 
and his disposition cheerful. By degrees 
I gained his confidence; and one day was 
admitted to him when he was immiu^ by 



a bailiff, that was prowling in the strwS. 
On this occasion recourse was had to the 
booksellers, who, on the credit of a trans- 
lation of Aristotle's Poetics, which he en- 
gaged bD write with a lai^ commentary, 
advanced as much money as enabled him 
to escape into the country. He shewed 
me the guineas safe in his' hand. Soon 
afterwards his uncle, Mr. Martin, a lieu- 
tenant-colonel, left him about two thou- 
sand pounds; a sum which Collins could 
scarcely think exhaustible, and which he 
did not live to exhaust. The guineas were 
then repaid, and the translation neglected. 

But man is not bom for happiness; 
Collins, who, while he studied to live, feh 
no evil but poverty, no sooner lived to 
study than his life was assailed by more 
dreadful calamities, disease and insanity. 

Having formerly written his charactar. 



while perhaps it was yet more distinctly 
impressed upon my memory, I shall insert 
it here. 

** Mr. Collins was, a man of extensive 
literature, and of vigorous faculties. He 
was acquainted not only wifli the learned 
tongues, but with the Italian, French, and 
Spanish languages. He h^d employed his 
mind chiefly upon works of fiction, and 
subjects of iancy; and, by indulging some 
peculiar habits of thought, was eminently 
delighted with thos^ flights of imagination 
which pass the. boimds of nature, and tp 
which the mind is. reconciled only by a 
passive acquiescence in popular tradit^ns. 
He lov^ fairies, ^nii, giants, and mon- 
sters; he delighted, to rove through the 
meanders of enchantment, to gaze on Ihe 
magnificence of golden palaces, tx> repose 
by the water-falls of Elysian gardens. 
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« This was however the character ra- 
ther of his inclination than his genius ; the 
grandeur of wildness, and the novelty of 
extravagance, were always desired by him, 
but were not always attained. Yet as dili- 
gence is never wholly lost; if his effijits 
sometimes caused harshness and obscurity, 
they likewise produced in happier mo- 
ments sublimity and splendour. This idea 
which he had formed of excellence, led 
him to oriental fictions and all^orical 
imagery ; and perhaps, while he was intuit 
upon description, he did not sufficiently 
cultivate sentiment. His poems are the 
productions of a mind not deficient in fire, 
nor unfurnished with knowledge either of 
books or life, but somewhat obstructed in 
its progress by deviation in quest of mis- 
taken beauties. 

" His morals were pure, and his opi- 



nioDs pious : in a long continuance of po- 
xexty, and long habits of dissipation, it 
cannot be expected ■ that any character 
should be exactly imiform. There is a 
degree of want by whidi the fieedom of 
i^ncy is almost destroyed; and long asso- 
ciation with fortuitous companions will at 
last relax the strictness of truth, and abate 
the fervour of sincerity. That this man, 
wise and virtuous as he was, passed always 
unentangled through the snakes of life, it 
would be prqudice and temerity to affinn ; 
but it may be said that at least he preserved 
the source of action unpolluted, that his 
principles wore never shaken, that his dis- 
tinctions of right and wrong were never 
confounded, and that his &ults had no- 
thing of malignity or design, but proceeded 
horn some unexpected pressure, or casual 
temptation. 
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• " Thedattatipaot o£ his life canoot be 
mnemberedbui iwith pity and sadness. 
Ho'i^^idied some yeara under that de- 
pitissifffl of mind wfaidi endialns the .&cul-i 
ties without destroying them, and leaves 
reason the koowledge of right without the 
power o£ pmsuidg' it. These clouds which 
he perceived gathenng on his intellects, he 
endeavoured to disperse by travel, and 
passed into France; but found himself 
constrained 'to> yield to -his malady, and 
letumed^. -He was ibr some tune confined 
in a house of lunatacn, and afterwardi Te- 
tirod/tt) tile cate of-hj^siater fa Chichester, 
wh»e death in :175$ can^to his relief. 

.« After his, ifftuni,jf«w. France, the. 
^t^ of this chsnicteri p^ him a visit at 
Islington, where he waa waiting (or his 
sister, whom he hod dir9cted tq meet. him; 
there was then nothing of disorder (Uacem- 
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ibie in his mind by any but Mmsd/; but 
he had withdrawn from dtndy, and tra- 
velled with no other book than an Eng^idk 
TcHtament, such as children carry to die 
school: Vfhea his friend took it into his 
hand, out of curiosity to see what oompa- 
nion a man of letters had chosen, " I have 
but one book," Kud Collins, " bat that is 
the best" 

Sudi was the fate of Collins, mth 
whom I once deU^ted to converse, and 
whom I yet remember with tenderness. - 

He was Tisited at Chichester, in his 
last illness, by his learnt friends Dr. V/ar- 
ton and his brother; to whom he spoke 
with disapptobation df his Oriental Ec- 
logues, as not sufficiently expressive of 
Asiatic manners, and called them his Irish 
Eclogues. He shewed them, at the same 
time, an oda inscribed to Mr. John Hum^ 



on the superstitions of the Highlands; 
which they thought superior to his other 
works. 

His disorder was not alienation of 
mind, but general laxity and feebleness, a 
defidency rather of his vital than intellec- 
tual powers. What he spoke wanted nei- 
ther judgment norspirit; but a few minutes 
exhausted him, so that he was forced to rest 
upon the couch, till a short cessation re- 
stored his powers, and he was again able 
to talk with his former vigour. 

The approaches of this dreadiiil ma- 
lady he began to feel soon after his uncle's 
death; and, with the usual weakness of 
men so diseased, eagerly snatched that 
temporary relief with which the table and 
the bottle flatter and seduce. But his 
health continually declined, and he grew 
more and more burthensome to himself 



To what I have fonnerly said of his 
writii^s may be added> that his diction 
was often harsh, unskilfully laboured, and 
injudiciously selected. He affected the 
obsolete when it was not worthy of revival ; 
and he puts his words out of the common 
order, seeming to think, with some later 
candidates for fame, that not to write prose 
is certainly to write poetry. His lines com- 
monly are of e^ow motion, clogged and im- 
peded with clusters of consonants. As 
men are often esteemed who cannot be 
loved, so the poetry of Collins may some- 
times extort praise when it gives litde 
pleasure. 

Mr. Collins's first production is added 
here from the Poetical Calendar. 
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TO MISS AURELIA ( 

ON HER WBEPlMa AT HER SISTSk'b WBDOIMe. 

Cbabb, fairAurelia, ceaie tomoani; 

Lament not Hannah's happy state; 
You may be happy in your turn. 

And sdze the tFeasure yoa r^;ret. 

With Lore united Hymeu stands. 
And softly vhlspers to your charms; 

" Meet but your lover in my bands, 
" Yon'U find your sister in his aims." , 
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ECLOGUE I. 

SELIMi OH, THE SHEPHERD'S MORAL. 

SCENE, A VALLET NEAR BAGDAT. 

TIME, THE MOBNINO. 

I E PersiaQ maids, attend your poet's lays, 
And hear how ihepherds pass their golden days. 
Not all are ble«t whom Fortune's band sustains 
With wealth in courts; nor all that haunt the plaint: 
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WcU may your hearts believe the truths I tdl ; 
'1^ virtue makes the bliss, wbHc'cr wc dwell. 

Thus ScUm sung, 1^ sacreil Truth laspir'd; 
Nor praise, bnt such as Truth bcstow'd, desir'd: 
Wise ID himself, his meaning songs convey'd 
Informing morals to the shepherd maid} 
Or taught the swains that surest bliss to find, 
What gloves nor streams bestow, a virtuous mind. 

When sweet and blushing, like a virgin bride. 
The radiant mom resum'd her orient pridoj 
When wanton gales along the vallcTS play, 
£rcatbc on each flower, and bear their sweets away ; 
By llgris' wandering waves he sat, and sung 
This useful lesson for the fair and young. 

Yc Persian dames, he said, to you belong — 
Well may they pleases— the morals of my song : 
No fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 
Grac'd with soft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The mom, that lights you, to your love supplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes: 
For you those flowers her fragrant hands bestowj 
And yours the love that kings delight to know. 



Yet think pot tbeat, all beauteous as they are, 
The best kind blessings heaven can grant the faiit 
Who trust alone in beauty's feeble i&y 
Boast but the: worth Bassora's pearU display : 
Drawn from the deep we own their surface bright^ 
But, dark within, they drink no lustrous light: 
Such arc the maids, and such the charms tbey boast, 
By sense unaided, or to virtue lost. 
Self-flattering sex! your hearts believe in vain 
That love shall blind, when once he fires, the swain; 
Or hope a lover by yoar faults to win, 
As spots on ennin beautify the akin : 
Who seeks secure to rule be first her care 
Each softer virtue that adorns (he fair; 
Each tender passion man delights to find; 
The lov'd perfections of a female mind I 

Blest were the days when Wisdom held her reign, 
And shepherds sought her on the silent plain I 
With Truth she wedded in the secret grove; 
Immortal Truth; and daughters bless'd their love. 
— O haste, fair maids I ye Virtues, come awayl 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy shrub for you shall love our shore, 
By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. 
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Lost to our fidds, for to the fates ordain. 
The dear deserters shall Fetom agaltt. 
Come thou, whose thooghts as limptd E^ogs arc d& 
To lead the train, sweet Modesty appear: 
Here make thy coort amidst our rural scene. 
And shepherd girls shall own thee for their queen: 
WiUi thee be Chastity, of all afraid. 
Distrusting all;^^ wise snspidous maid; — 
But man the most: — not more the monntain-doc 
Holds the swift falcon Ibr ber deadly foe. 
Cold is her breast, like flowers that drink the dew; 
A silken veil conceals her from the vierw. 
No wild desires amidst thy train be known; 
But Faith, whose heart is fist on one alone : 
Desponding Meekness, with her downcast eyes. 
And friendly Pity, full of tender sigfas; 
And Love the last; by these yonr hearts approve; 
These are the virtues that must lead to love- 
Thus sung the strain; and ancient legends say 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : 
Dear to the plains, the Virtoes come along; 
The shq)herds lov'd;. and Sdim Uras'd his song. 
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K O U F I 
HASSAN OR THt C \MEL fVii) 



In silent horror o'Or thfi boundl''.^ -w- ■- 
Thf driver Ha?s.iii wWi b;.' rnipeis ;/ it ; 
Our cruise nf ■«\i;'?r ou liis Iw'^k he b.ire, 
And his light sfrip caritaiJi'ii a sf.t;ii" stijsf 
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A-osL ;. --iir *i('1', (.-r so thi hitesordsin, 

■ ■■- -'.■■-■■ - ..■.*a.sli:iiiiid„i)ringo:ii(. !■ ■ 
;i' 'i.it^ ■■*<-.-• Modesty appear: 
'■■ ■ >;■ 'cart amidit our niidl .■.rcn?, 

■ . ■-.- 9li?:i .I'-wi thii for tUr jiicMi; " 

bm m.in thi- nw ■• — nn' .■..'Te !i. -lain-doe 

;..i!J IS i>: . dil. It'" &-V- '.Jink tht' dcwj 

A t:ilk. -- ■ .il coniirsls her ' .- h? \lew. 
No V .'esirrs '■'■.iit :' ii be known; 

!5: ;:- - -■;■■■ ■- on cne alone: 

^'- .:■■- Mfk.' : f.cr ■k>wncasl ej'cs, 

■ ■■ ir.c :."•) Pii- -.if tidndi-r sighs; 

:.'A I ove. ;he ' ■ ■ v thcB' j'-jur hearts approve) 
•'h-o: ill rl ---, rfi ,in; '>-ad lo love. 

T'' .' '.lie jiv ..'1 ■ jiid ancient legends say 

;--f. :' i; ,.!bi 'Frifiedthelay: 

■ ■• ' ';;.ii'i-. ihe Vin-^ci came alon;;; - 

^;5•'- i' !,:"'d; 3ii'' '^"iiii) Wcr,-'d Ills song. 
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ECLOeHJE ll, 

HASSAN; oe, THE CAMEL-DRIVER. 

SCENE, THE DESERT. 



In dlcDt horror o'er tbe boupdlegs waxte 
Hie driver Hassan vith bis camels past : 
One cruise of water on his back he bore, 
And bis light scrip conlaiti'd a scaDty store ; 
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A feo of painted feathers id his hand. 
To guard his shaded fuct from scorching sand. 
The sultry sun had gain'd the middle sl^. 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh; 
The beasts wilb pain their dusty way pursoe; 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the viewl 
With desperate sorrow wild, the afirighted man 
Thrice sigh'di tbrice struck his breafl; and thus began; 
" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz' wails I bent my wayl" 

Aht little thought I of the blasting wind. 
The thirst, or pinching hunger, that I find! 
Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst assuage. 
When iails this cruise, his unrelenting rage? 
Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign; 
Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal share! 
Here, where no springs in munnurs break avay, 
Or mo«s-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know 
Which plains more blest, or verdant vales, bestow : 
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Here rocks alone, and tasteless sands, are foundj 
And iaint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 
" Sad was the hour, and luckless was (be day, 
" When first from Schiraz' walla I bent my wajT 

Curst be the gold and silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow ^r fatiguing tradet 
The lily peace outshines the silver store; 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown. 
To every distant mart and wealthy town. 
Full pft we tempt the laud, and oft the seaj 
And are we only yet repaid by thee? 
— Ahl why was ruin so attractive made? 
Or why fond man so easily betray'd? 
Why heed we not, while mad we baste along, 
The gentle voice of peace, or pleasure's song? 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's side. 
The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 
Why think we these less pleasing to bebdd 
Than dreary deseru, if they lead to gold? 
" Sad was the honr, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way!" 
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O ceasC) 1117 feani — all fraDtic ai I go. 
When thought creates unDuniber'd scenes of wO, 
What if the licm in hit rage I meetl — 
Oft in the dust I view his printed feet ; 
And, fearful I' oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the raanmer night. 
By hunger rous'd, he scours the groaning plain. 
Gaunt wdves and niUen tigers In his train : 
Before them Death with shrieks directs their way. 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When fint from Schiraz' walla I bent my wayT 

At that dead hour the ulcnt aip shall creqt. 
If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep : 
Or stxne swoln serpent twist his scales around. 
And wake to anguish with a burning wound- 
Thrice happy they, the wise contented poor. 
From lust of wealth, and dread of death secorel 
They tempt no deserts, and no grioft they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reason ruW the mind. 
" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
" When first from Schiraz' walls I bent n^ way P 
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O hapless youth! — for she thy love hath won— 
7l>e tender Zara viU be most undonel 
Big swell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid. 
When fast she dropt her tears, as thus she said: 
** Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain ; 
" Wh(xu Zara's breaking heart imptor'd in vain I 
" Yet, as thou go'st, may every blast arise 
" Weak and unfell, as these rejected sighs! 
" Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'at thou seej 
" No gricft endure; nor weep, false youth, like me." 
— O let me safely to the fair return i 
Say, <with a kiss, she must not, shall not moDTn; 
Ot let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 
Becall'd I^ Wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears. 

He said, and call'd on heaven to blesa the day 
When back to Schiraz' walls he bent his way. 
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ECLOO'JL ill. 
ABHA; OB. THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

s c E y £, A <■- r i^ F s r. 

bi Gtorgii's i<nd, where TefHis' tmvers are seeii, 
L. Jistaut vitw, along the tfvel gmn, . 
■P'Ule even;:icr di^is ■.-..liili ilu- glitte:iiig ^'i.il.:. 
And the Uil foresU cast a iu'i^< i m i^'.i;. 
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ECLOGUE III. 
ABRA; OK, THE GEORGIAN SULTANA. 

SCENE, A FOREST. 
TIME, TaB'BTBNINO. 

In Getnrgia's land, where Tefflis' towers are seen. 
In diitant view, along the level green. 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade. 
And the tall forcstt cast a longer shade. 
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What time 'tis sweet o'er fields of rice to »tray. 
Or scent the breathing m^ze at getting daj; 
Amidst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grore, 
£m7ra sung the pleasing caies of love. ' 

Of Abra fint began the tendei strain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon tlie plain : 
At mom she came those willing docks to lead, 
Where lilies rear them in the watery mead; 
Frran early dawn the livelong hours she told, 
1111 late at silent eve she penn'd the fold : 
De^ in the grove, beneath the secret shade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers she made : 
Gay-motley'd ■ pinks and sweet jonquils she chasej 
The violet blue that on the moss-bank grows t 
AU-awcct to sense, the flaunting rose was tberej 
The finish'd chaplet wcll-adom'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to stray. 
By love conducted from the chase away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her songj 
And sought, the vales and echoing groves among; 

* That tbaeflowenaRfiiuDd in very great abunduKC id ii>me< 
tbefnTiDCdof Pom) lee Ifae Modern HiMccyof Mr. SslmoB. 
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At length he found, and woo'd, the rural maid; 
She knew the toonarch, and with fear obe^d. 

" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd; 

" And every Geo^aa maid like Abra lov'd I " 

The royal lover bore her ftom the plain; 
Yet still her crook and bleating flock remain : 
Oft, as she went, she backward tum'd hCT view. 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair happy maid! to other scenes remove; 
To richer scenes of golden power and love I 
Go leave the simple pipe, and ^epherd's strain ; 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas rdgn I 

" Be every youth like ri^al Abbas mov'd; 

" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'dl" 

Yet, 'midst the blaze of courts, she fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain, oi the shady grove; 
Still, with the ^epherd's innocence, her mind 
To the sweet vale, and flowery mead, Indin'd; 
And, ofl as spring renew'd the plains with flowers, 
£reath'd his soil gales, and led the firagrant hours, 
With sure return she sought the sylvan scene. 
The breejy mountains, and the forests green- 
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Her mMds aroiind her mar'd, a dateom band I 
Each here a crook, atl-ruial, in her hand : 
SoiDe umple lay, of flocks and henli, thcf rang; 
With jc^ the mountain, and the forest nmg. 

" Be ever^ yoath like roTal Abbas mov'd; 

" And eveiy Geoi^n maid like Abia lov'd!" 

And oft the ropl lover left the care 
And thorns of state, attendant on the &ir; 
Oft to the shades and low-roof 'd cots retir'd; 
Or sought the vale where fint fab heart was fir'd: 
A nusct mantle, like a swain, be worcj 
And tliongbt of crowns, and busy courts, no moie. 
" Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd ) 
" And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd I" 

Blest was the life that royal Abbas led: 
Sweet was bis love, and innocent bis bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel } 
The umple ahephcid girl can love as well. 
Let those who rule in IN^sia's jeweil'd throne 
Be fam'd for love, and gentlest love alone ; 
Or wreath, like Abbas, fidl of &ir renown. 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 
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O happy dajst the maids around her say; 

O haste; profuse of blessiDgs, haste away! 
" Be eveiy youth, like Toyal Abbas, mor'd j 
" And eveiy Geor^an maid like Abra lov'dr 
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ECLOGUE IV. 

AGIB AND SECANDER; ok, THE FUGITIVES. 

SCENE, A MOUNTAIIf IN CIRCJSSU. 
TIME, MIDNIGHT. 

In &ir Circasua, where, to love inclia'd. 
Each swain was blest, for eveiy maid was kind) 
At that still hour when awful midnight reigns. 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight pl^ns; 
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What time the moon bad hung her lamp on high. 
And past in radiance through the cloudless skyj 
Sad, o'er the dewi, two brother shepherds fled 
Where witdering fear and desperate sorrow led: 
Fast as tb^ prest their flight, behind them lay- 
Wide ravag'd plains; and vallies stole away: 
Along the mountain's bending sides they ran, 
Till, taint and weak, Secander thus began. 

BBCAKDBR. 

O stay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
■ No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart, O turn thee and surv^l 
Trace our sad flight through all its length of way! 
And first review that long-extended plain. 
And yon wide groves, already past with pain! 
Yon ragged cliff, whose dangerous path we tried! 
And, last, this lofty mountain's weaiy sidel 

Weak as tbou art, yet, hapless, must thou know 
The tmls of flight, or some severer wo! 
Still, as I haste, the Tartar shouts behind; 
And shrielt; and sorrows load the saddecinj; wind: ' 
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In rage of beart, with niin in his hand, 
He blaita our harvests, and defomu our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence first in fear we came, 
Dioopa its fkir IioDourg to the conquering £aa>e: 
Far fiy the swains, like us, in deep despair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 

SKCANDEB. 

Unhappy land, whose blessings tempt the sword. 
In vain, unheard, thou call'st Iby Persian lordl 
In vain thpu court'st him, helpless, to thine aid. 
To shield the shepherd, and protect the maidl 
Par off, in thoughtless indolence reugn'd. 
Soft dreams of love and pleasure soothe bis mind : 
'Midst fair sultanas lost in idle joy. 
No wars alarm bim, and no fears annoy. 

AOIB. 

Yet these green bills, in summer's sultry beat. 
Have lent tbe monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the sight is Zabran's flowery plain ; 
And once I^ maids and shepherds lov'd, in vain I 
No more the virgins shall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's shady grovej 
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On Tarkie'e mountain catcb the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the sweets of Aly's floweiy vale; 
Fair scene! but, ah I no more with peace possest. 
With ease alluring, and with plenty bleatl 
No more the Bhepherds whitening tents appear. 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No more the date, with aoowy blossotns crown'dl 
But ruin spreads her baleful Sres around. 

SECANDBS. 

In vain Circassia boasts her spicy groves. 
For ever ftm'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vun she boasts her direst of the iair, 
Their eyes blue languish, and their golden hairt 
Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must send; 
Those hairs the Tartar's cruel hand shall rend. 

AGIB. 

Ye Georgian swains that piteous learn fr<Mn far 
Circassia's ruin, and the waste of war; 
Some weightier anna than crooks and staiK prqnrc. 
To shield your harvests, and defend your fair : 
The Turk and Tartar like designs pursue, 
Fii'd to destroy, and atedfast to undo. 
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Wild as his land, in native deserts bred. 

By lust incited, or by malice led. 

The viltun Arab, as he prowb for prey, 

Oft marks with blood and wasting flames the way. 

Yet none so cruel as the Tartar foe, 

To death Inur'd, and nurst in scenes of wo. 

He said; when loud along the vale was heard 
A shriller shriekj and nearer fires appear'd: 
Tlie afijiighted shepherds, through the dews of night. 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd their flight 
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DESCBIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 
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DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGOBICAL. 
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ODE TO PITY. 

O THOU, the friend of man asugn'd. 
With balmy hands his wounds to bind, 

And charm his fiantic wo : 
When first Distress, with dagger keen. 
Brake forth to waste hia destin'd scene, 

His wild nnsated foe I 



^.Goo^^li: 



By Fella'i * bard, a magic name, 

B7 all the griefs his thought could frame, 

Receive my humble rite : 
Long, I^ty, let the nations ricw 
Thy sky-wom robes of tend'rest blue. 

And eyea of dewy light I 



But wherefore need I wander wi^ 
To old Ilissus' distant side. 

Deserted stream, and mute? 
Wild Arun ' too has heard thy strains. 
And echo, 'midst thy native plains. 

Been sooth'd by Pity's lute. 



There first the wren thy myrtles shed 
On gentlest Otway's infant head, 

* Euripida, ot whom Ariitotle pronounca, on 1 comparison of him 
with Sopbocla, that he wu the greater taaiter of the tender pasuoni, 
it rfKyairifif. 

^ The river Arun rum by the village in Suixi, where Olway had 
hitbitth. 
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To him tb^' cell wai shewn } 
And while he sung the female heart. 
With jronth's soft notes UDspoil'd by art. 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. 



Come, Pity, come, by ^ncy's aid, 
E'en now my thoughts, relenting mait 

Thy temple's pride design : 
Its southern site, its truth complete. 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat 

In all who ^w the shrine. 



There picture's toils shall well relate. 
How chance, or hard involving fate, 

O'er mortal blias prevail : 
The buskin'd Muse shall near her stand. 
And sighing prompt her tender hand. 

With each disastrous tale. 



There let me oft, rctir'd by day. 
In dreams of pasuon melt away. 
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Allq^'d with thee to dwell : 
There waite the monroful lamp of night, 
Till, Viigin, thou again delight 

To bear a British shell I 
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Ah i-czTf ah h-«..;oFwi-! - 
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ODE TO PEAR. 

Thou, to whom the world unknown. 
With all its shadowy shapes, is shewn; 
Who secst, appall'd, the unreal scene. 
While Fancy lifts the veil between: 

Ah Fear! ah frantic Fcarl 

I see, I see thee near. 
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I know iby hurried itep; thy haggard eje' 
Like thee I start; like thee disorder'd fly. 
For, lo, what moDsters in thy train appear! 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mould 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who stalks his round, an hideous foim. 
Howling amidst the midnight storm; 
Or throws him on the ridgy steep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep : 
And with him thousand phantoms join'd. 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And those, the fiends, who, near allied, 
O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks, preside; 
Whilst Vengeance, in the lurid air. 
Lifts her red ann, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening > brood of fate 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow wait : 
Who, Fear, this ghastly train can sec, 
And loc^ not madly wild, like thee? 

• Allading to the Eumc vfmriK of Sojihacla, S««' the Elic- 
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In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice. 
The grief-full Muse addrest her in&nt tongue; 

The maids and matrong, on her awfiil voice. 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 

Yet he, the bard ^ who first invok'd thy name, 
Disdain'd in Marathon ita power to fed : 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame. 
But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's steel. 

But who is he whom later garlands grace j 
Who left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove. 

With tTCTibling eyea thy dreary rteps to trace. 
Where thou and furies shar'd the baleful grove? 

Wrapt in thy cloudy vol, th' incestuous ^ queen 
Sigh'd the sad call '' her son and husband heard, 

*• .Xschjrlus. c Jwaua. 

Hi fut limn ; ^yfoi t'tf i>4«n( Tt»; 
e«£l> tuin, man nt?*; ^m, 
Iturti foCa turatluc ifaifn; Tpix>[' 

Ut the (Edip. Colon. o( Soptuclei. 
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Wben <aux alone it broke the ulent scene, 

And he the wretch of "Hiebei do more appcai'd. 

O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart : 
Thy withering power inspir'd each motunful line: 

Tbougb gentle Pity claim her mingled part. 
Yet all the thunders of the sceoe are thioel 

AVTlSTROPBK. 

Thou who such weary lengths hast past. 

Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymph, at last ! 

Say, wilt thou shroud in haunted cell. 

Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 

Or, in some holbw'd seat, 

'Gainst which (he big waves beat, 

Hear drowning seamen's cries, in tempests brought } 

Dark power, with shudd'ring meek submitted thought. 

Be mine to read the visions old 

Which thy awakening bards have told : 

And, lest thou meet my blasted view. 

Hold each strange tale devoutly true ; 

Ne'er be I found, by thee o'eraw'd. 

In that thrice-hallow*d eve, abroad, 

When ghosts, as cottagelmaids believe. 

Their pebbled beds permitted leave; 
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And goblins haunt, from fire, or fen. 
Or mine, or flood, thc.walb of men! 

O thou whose spirit most posscst 
The sacred seat of Shakespear's breast! 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions spoke; 
Hither again thy fury deal. 
Teach me but once like him to feel .- 
His cypress wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with theel 
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OPli TO SI.MfJ, H.lrY. 



Wi, 1 iir:t rii iniHintoin-" Mild, 
.■!iFi,:;.v,J-.VL::,slch:" 



D,lz.;;,. Google 



;, Google 



ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 



O THOU by Nature taught 

To breathe her genuine thought. 
In nnmberd waimly pure, and sweetly strong; 

Who first, on mountains wild, 

In Fancy, loveliest child, 
Thy babe, or Pleasure's, nurs'd the powers of songl 
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Thon, who, with hermit heart, 

Disdain'Bt (he wealth of art. 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall; 

But com'st a decent maid, 

In attic robe array'd, 
O chaste, unboastfiil Nynipti, to thee I call I 



By all the honey'd store 

On Hybla's thymy shorci 
By all her blooms, and mingled mnnnurs dearj 

By her » whose love-lorn wo. 

In evening muungs slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly sad Electra's poet's ear: 



By old Cephisus deep. 
Who spread his wavy sweep. 
In warbled wanderings, round thy green retreat; 



■ The Htim, or nighdngile, for whkh Sopbodn k 
umuMd a pKiilUr fbniiiicu. 
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On whoee cnamell'd side, 
When holy Freedom died. 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 



O fister meek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth. 
Thy sober aid and native charms infuse I 

The flowers that sweetest breathe. 

Though Beauty cxJl'd the wreath. 
Still ask thy hand to range thdr ordcr'd huca. 



While RtHne could none esteem 

Bnt virtue's patriot theme. 
You lov'd her hills, and led her laureat band: 

But staid to sing alone 

To one distingulsh'd throne j 
And tum'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 



No more, in hall or bow'r. 
The passions own thy power; 
Love, only Love her forceless numbers n 
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For tbou hast left her ihrinei 
Nor olive more, nor vine. 
Shall gain th^ feet to bless the servile scene. 



Though taste, thoogh geDius, bless 

To some divine excess, 
Faints the cold work tUI thou inspire the whole 

What each, what all supply, 

May coort, may charm, our eye ; 
Thou, only thou canst raise the meeting soul I 



Of these let others ask, 

To aid some mighty task, 
I only seek to find thy temperate vale; 

Where oft my reed might sound 

To maids and shepherds round. 
And all thy sons, O Nature, learn my tale. 
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ODE ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

As once, — if, not with ligiit regard, 
I read aright that gifted bard, 
— Him whoae school above the rest 
His loTclieat elfin queen has blest; — > 
One, only one, unrival'd » fair, 
Might hope the magic girdle wear, 

. Florirod. See Spenxr Ijtg, 4th. 
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At solenin turnej hung on bigb. 
The wish of each love-darting eye; 

^Lol to each other Dymph, in turn, applied. 

As if, in air unseen, some hovering hand. 
Some chaste and angel-fiiend to virgin-fame. 

With wbisper'd spell had bunt the itarting band. 
It Icf^ nnblest her loath'd dishononr'd udo; 

Happier hopeless Fair, if never 

Her bafBed hand, with vain endeavour. 
Had touch 'd that fatal zone to her denied I— 
Young Fancy thus, to me divinest name, 

To whom, prepar'd and bath'd in faeaven. 

The cesl of amplest power is given : 

To few the godlike gift asugns. 

To gird thdr best prophetic loins. 
And gaze her visions wild, and'feel unmix'd her darnel 



The band, as fairy l^ends say. 

Was wove on that creating day 

When He, who call'd with tboaght to birth 

Yon tented sky, thb laughing earth, 
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And'drest with spring) ani forests tall. 
And pour'd the main cogirtiDg all, 
Long hj the lov'd enthusiast voo'd. 
Himself in some diviner mood. 
Retiring, sat with her alone. 
And plac'd her on hU sapphire throne; 
The whiles, the vaulted shrine around. 
Seraphic wires were heard to sound. 
Now snblimest triumph swelling, 
Now on love and mercy dwellings 
And she, fmai oat the veiling cloud, 
Breath'd her magic notes aloud ; 
And thou, thou ricb-hair'd youth of mom 
And alt thy subject life was born ! 
Tlie dangerous passions kept aloof. 
Far frtnn the sainted growing woof: 
But near it sat ecstatic Wonder, 
Listening the deep applauding thunderj 
And Truth, in sunny vest array'd. 
By whose the tarsel's eyes were made; 
All tbc shadowy tribes of mind. 
In braided dance, their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted powers 
Who iced on heaven's ambrosial flowen. 
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— Wbere h the bard wbose soul can now 
Its high prcaunuDg hopes avow? 
Where be who thinks, with rapture bliod. 
This hallow'd work for him dedgn'd? 



High OD some cliif, to heaven up-pil'd. 
Of rode access, of prospect wild. 
Where, tangled round the jealous steep, 
Strange shades o'erbrow the valleys deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock. 
Its glooms embrown, its springs unlock. 
While on its rich ambitious head. 
An Eden, like his own, lies spread. 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among. 
By which as Milton lay, his evening ear. 
From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew. 
Nigh spher'd in heaven, its native strains could hear; 
On which that ancient trump he reach'd was hung: 
Thither oft, his glory greeting. 
From Waller's myrtle shades retreating, 
With many a vow from Hope's aspiring tongue. 
My trembling feet his guiding steps pursue; 
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In vain— Such bliu to one alone, 
Of all the SODS of soul, wai known ; 
And Heaveu, and Fane;, kindred powers. 
Have now o'ertum'd th' impiring bower* ; 
Or curtaio'd close such scene from cv'iy future view. 
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ODE 

WXtTTEN IN TBB BBOIKNINO OF TBB 
TBAK HDCCXLVI. 

How steep the brare, who sink to rest. 
By all thai coantiy's wishes bleat I 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Setums to deck their hallow'd mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By fairy hands their knell is rung; 
Sy forms ntueeu their dirge is sungj 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall a while repair. 
To dwell a weeping hennit there i 
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ODE TO MEfiCi. 



O'THr.'.-, Wlio iitita siniliug bride 
I!-.- Vaiouv 1 aiHiil ar;' awfui fi.!' 

^Vlu] ott, i^ith if.u^- (iivine to h'^.'.r, 
V.inst .'i-jm his fiiUl gr..--p iho ;;:^ ;ir, 
And litii'si i-; wwuUh of f!i,v.-'ri hi? bliocl!;''.- swoivi' 
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ODE TO MERCY. 



O THOU, Vbo sit'st a Bimling bride 

By Valour's arm'd aad awfiil side, 
Gentlut of iky-boro forms, aod best adored; 

Who oft, with soDgs divine to hear, 

Win'st frcHU his fatal gra^ the spear. 
And hid'st in wreaths of dow'rs his bloodless sword 1 
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Tbou who, amidst the dcathlii) field. 

Bjr godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
Oft with th^ bosom bare art found. 
Pleading for him, the youth who sinks lo ground: 

Sec, Mercy, see, with pure and loaded hands. 

Before thy shrine vaj country's Genius stands. 
And decks thy altar still, though picrc'd with many a 
woondt 



When he whom e'en our joys provoke. 

The fiend of nature, join'd his yoke. 
And rush'd in wrath to make our isle his prey. 

Thy form, from out thy sweet abode, 

O'ertook htm on his blasted road. 
And stopp'd his wheels, and look'd bis rage away I 

I see recoil his sable steeds. 

That bore him s>yift to salrage deeds : 
lliy tender melting ^es they own ; 
O Maid, for all thy love to Britain shown. 

Where Justice bars her iron tower. 

To thee we build a roseate bower; 
Thou, thou shalt rule our queen, and share our mo- 
narch's throne I 
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ODE TO LIBERTV. 



^iidca!!, in solemn -'■ .j'j 
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ODE TO LIBERTY. 



Who shall awake the Spartan fife, 

AD4,caU) in Bolcmn sounds, to life 
The youths whose locks, divinely s]weadiDg, 

Like venial hyacinths in sullen hue. 
At once the breath of tear and virtue shedding. 

Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view t 
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Wlitt nev Alcxat ■, fancy-blest, 
Shall nng the sword, m idjtUcs dmt; 

At Wisdom's shrine a while its flame concealingr 
(What place u fit to seal a deed reaown'd ?) 

Till she her brightest Ughtniogs round revealing. 
It leap'd in glory forth, and dealt her prompted wound t 
O Goddess, in that feeling hour, 

When mott its sounds would court thy cars. 
Let not my shell's misguided ^ power 

E'er draw thy sad, thy mindful tean. 
No, Freedom, noj I will not tell 
How Rome, before thy weeping iace. 
With heaviest sound, a giant-statue, fell; 

• AQwUng to that beautiful fngmeat ofAloeus* 

Ortitf A^iJii; u! Apc-o^iTM, 
*t>3i9' hffuiii rtrm TtSrnuc, 

Ot^ A0iTMUir It Bvnoitt 

Atj)» Tvf^rfn jvmfl^^^fr tM^itilnr- 

*il3»B' Afftik', ut Afifi^aM. 

^ Ua ^ iMtit* Xi}W^c, 3 &iui^i %«}« ADM. 

CiUimach. Tfiw( lie ai|H>il(J(. 
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Fush'd by a wild and artleu race, 
From off its wide ambitious base, 
When Time his northern sons of spoil awoke. 

And all the blended work of strength and grace. 

With many a rude repeated stroke. 
And nmnj a barb'rous yell, to thousand fragments broke. 



Yet e'en, where'er the least appear'd, 
Th' admiring world thy hand rever*dj 
Still, 'midst the scatter'd states arouod. 
Some remnants of her strength were found; 
They saw, by what escap'd the storm. 
How wondrous rose her pei&ct form; 
How in the great, the labonr'd, whole. 
Each mighty master pour'd his soul I 
For sunny Florence, seat of art. 
Beneath her vines prcserv'd a part, 
HU they c whom science lov'd to name 
{O who could fear it ?) quench'd her flame. 
And lo, an humbler relic laid 
In jealous fisa's olive shade I 

' The £uii!l; of the Medid. 
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See small Marino * joins the theme. 
Though least, not last in thy esteem; 
Strike, louder strike th' ennobling strings 
To those < whose merchant sons were kings; 
To him f who, deck'd with pcarty pride, 
In Adria weds his green-hair'd bride; 
Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleasure ! 
Ne'er let mc change this Lydian measure: 
Nor e'er her former pride relate 
To sad Liguria's K bleeding state. 
Ab no ! more pleas'd thy haunts I seek 
On wild Helvetia's *■ mountains bleak : 
(■Where, when the &vour'd of thy choice. 
The daring archer, heard thy voice; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread. 
The rav'niDg eagle northward fled.) 
Or dwell, in willow'd meads more neari 
With those ■ to whom thy stork is dear : 

•> The lilllc republic of San Muino. 

• The Vmetiam. f The Acigc of Venice. 

I Ceoai. ^ Swiuerbnd. 

I The Datch, unongA wbom there are very icvere peoaltics for those 

iriio uc coavictcd of killing thii bird. They ate kept tunc in almoit 
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Those whom the rod of Alva bruis'd ; 
Whose crown a British queen "^ refua'd! 
The magic works; thou feel'st the strains: 
Odc holier name alone remains : 
The perfect spell shall then avail: 
Hail, Nymph, ador'd by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHB. 

Beyond the measure vast of thought. 
The works the wizzard time has wrought! 

The Gaul, 'tis held of antique story. 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverse strandl; 

No sea between, nor cliff subUme and hoary. 
He pass'd with unwct feet through all our land. 



all their towni, and panicularlif at the Hague, of the anni of which thty 
make a put. The commDa people of HolJand are said to enterlaia i 
Bipemitioui Kotiment, thai if the whole ipetiei of them thould became 
cxdDCt, the^ ihould Itae Iheir litErtio. 

k- Queen Eliiabeth. 

I This tradition it mentioned by several of our old hiiloriani. Same 
nmraliso too have eodeavoured to iupport the ptohabHlity of the fact, by 
argument2 diawn from the correspondent disposition of die two opposite 
aniti. I do not remember that any poetical use has been hitherto made 
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To the blown Baltic then, thejr gay, 
■ The wild wavet found another vay. 
Where Orcaa howls, his wolfi^ mountaini rooading} 

mil all the banded west at once 'gan rige, 
A wide wild storm e'en Nature's self confounding, 
With'ring her giant sons with strange uncouth suTprisc. 
This pillar'd earth so firm and wide. 
By winds and inward labours torn. 
In thunders dread was push'd aside. 
And down the should'ring billows bom. 
And sec, like gaas, her laughing train, 

The little isles on cv'ry side! 
Mona '°, once hid from those who search the main, 

Where thousand elfin shapes abide j 
And Wight, who checks the west'ring tide. 



■> There IB a tradition in die Iilc of Mia> that a memuid bccMDing 
numound of a jFoung nun oltxuuaiiauj beauty, took aa opportunilj 
of meeting h'lm one itj u he wilkcd oD the ihore, ind opened her pu- 
lion to bim, but was received with ■ coldneu, occvioned b; hii horror 
and niiptise at her appearance. Thli however was lo miiconstrued by 
Ae tea lady, diat in rerenge for hii treatment o! ber, she puniihed the 
whole iitand, by corering it witfa a miH, lo that all who attempted lo 
cany on any commerce with it, either neicr anind at it, but winilereii 
up and down the lea, oi were on a nidden wrecked upon iti cliSi. 
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For thee consenting Hcaveo' has each bestow'd, 
A fair attendant on her gov'reign pride : 

To thee this blcBt divorce slie ow'd, 
For thou haat made her vales thy lov'd, thy last abodel 

BBCOMD EPODB. 

Then too, 'tis said, an hoaty pile, 
'Midst the green navel of our Ule, 
thy shrine, in some religious woodf 
O soul-enfordog goddess, stood I 
There oft the painted native's feet 
Were wont thy form celestial meet; 
Hiongh now with hopeless toil we trace 
Time's backward rolls, to tind its place: 
Whether the fiery-tressed Dane, 
Or Roman's self, o'crtum'd the fene, 
Or in what heaven^left age it fell, 
Twere bard for modem song to tell. 
Yet still, if truth those beams infiise 
Which guide, at once, and charm the Muse, 
Beyond yon braided clouds tliat lie. 
Paving the Hght-en^roider'd Ay, 
Amidst tbe bright pavilion'd plains. 
The beauteous model still mnains. 
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There, happier than in Ulanda blest. 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe drest. 
The chiefs who £11 our Albioa's stoty, 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory. 
Hear their consorted Dmids dng 
Their triumphs to th' immortal string. 

How may the poet now unfdd 
What never tongue or numbers UAd} 
How learn, delighted, and amas'd, 
What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ? 
Ev'n now before his favour'd eyes, 
In gothic pride it Bcems to lUel 
Yet Grecia's graceful orders join 
Majestic through the mis'd deugn : 
The secret builder knew to choose 
Each sphere-fonnd gem of richest hnes : 
Wbate'cr Heav'n's purer mould contains. 
When neara tuns emblaze its veins. 
There on the walla the patriot's sight 
May ever hang with fresh deligbtj 
And, grav'd with some prophetic rage, 
Read Albion's fame through every age. 
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Yc fomu divine, ^e laureat baod. 
That near her iDmost altar stand I 
Now sooth her, to her blissful train 
Blithe Concord's social form to gain: 
Concord, whose myrtle wand can steep 
E'en Anger's blood-shot eyes in sleep: 
Before whose breathing bosom's balm 
Bage drops his steel, and stoims grow calm 
Her let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd shorej 
~ Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 
Play with the tangles of her hair; 
Till, in one loud applauding sound. 
The nations shout to her around, 
" O how supremely art thou blest ! 
" Thou, Lady, thou shalt rule the Wcsir 
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ODE 



TO A LIDT, OK THE DEATH OP COLOKKt. BOSS 
IX TBB ACTIOH OF FOMTEtrOT. 



While, lost to all Ms former mirth, 
Britannia'i Genius bends to earth. 

And mourns the fatal day ; 
While, stain'd with blood, he strivei to tear, 
Unseemly, from his sea-green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May; 
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The thoughts which muring pity pays 
And fond lemembrance loves to raise, 

Your faithful houn attend; 
Still Fancy, to herself unkind, 
Awakes to grief the soflen'd mind, 

And poinU the bleeding friend. 



By rapid Scheld's descending wave 
Hb country's vows shall bless the grave. 

Where'er the youth is laid : 
That sacred spot the village hind 
With every sweetest turf shall bind, 

And Peace protect the sbadtf. 



Blest youth, r^ardfulof tby doom. 
Aerial hands shall build thy tomb. 

With shadowy trophies crOTvn'd; 
Whilst Honour bath'd in tears shall rove 
To righ thy name through every grove. 

And call his heroes round. 
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The warlike dead ofev'rj age. 
Who fill the fiiir recording page. 

Shall leaTe th^ sainted rett; 
And, haU-redining on his spear. 
Each wond'ring chief by turns appear, 

To hail the blooming guest. 



Old Edward's sons, unknown to yield. 
Shall crowd from Crenj's laurel'd field. 

And gaze with fix'd delight : 
Again for Britain's wrongs they feel; 
Again they snatch the gleamy steel ; 

And wish th' avenging fight. 



Bat lo where, sunk in deep despair. 
Her garments torn, her bosom bare. 

Impatient Freedom lies I 
Her matted tresses madly spread. 
To every sod which wraps the dead 

She turns her joyless eyes. 
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Ne'er bIuU ihe leare that lowly ground 
mi notes of triumph, buntiDg round, 

FFodaim her mga rator'd; 
Tm William leek the sad retreat, 
Aod, bleeding at her Mcred ieet. 

Present the sated svronl. 



If, weak to sooth so soft an heart, 
These pictur'd glories not^ht impart 

To dry thy constant tear; 
If yet, in Sorrow's distant eye, 
Expos'd and pale thou sce'st him lie. 

Wild war insulting near; 



Where'er from time thou.court'st relief, 
TTie Muse shall still, with social grief, 

Her gentlest promise keep: 
E'en humble Harting's cottag'd vale 
Shall learn the sad repeated tale. 

And bid her shepherds weep. 
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ODE TO rvFNlNi', 
■'.-V hoy., Opii's'v'e £■.■■, lo iooK'^ thine f^:T. 

Nj-mph r.-s.-rv'.!, .*-hile i,ov.- Ih: h-iglit-Iiair".! sen 
Sits ir. yon 'vbisern lent, wIum" doudv sV;'!"!, 
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ODE TO EVENING. 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song. 
May hope, O pensive Eve, to sooth thine ear. 

Like thy own brawling springs. 

Thy springs, and dying gales, 

O Nymph rcserv'd, while now the bright-hair'd si 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 
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With brede ethereal von, 
O'erfaang his wavy bed: 

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey'd bat. 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing; 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small bat sullen horn. 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path. 
Against the pilgrim bom in heedless hum: 

Now teach me, maid compw'd. 

To breathe some soften'd strain. 

Whose numbers, stealing through thy darkning vale. 
May not unseemly with its stillness snitj 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd return ! 

For when tfay folding-atar ari»ng shows 
His paly circlet, at im warning lamp 

Tlx fragrant hoqrs, and elves 

Who slept in buds the day, 

And many ^ Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge. 
And sheds the fresh'ning dew, and, lovelier still, 
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Tfae pensive Pleasures sweet, ' 
Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene; 
Or find some ruin, 'midst ib drraiy dells, 

Whcsc walls more awful nod ■ 

By thy religious gleams. 

Or, if chill blust'ring winds, or driving raiD> 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut. 

That, from the mountain's side. 

Views wilds, and swelling floods. 

And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires; 
And hears their simple bell; and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his show'rs, as oft he woDt, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Evel 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy ling'ring light ; 

While sallow Aalnmn fills thy lap with leaves; 
Or Winter, yelUng through the troublous air. 
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AfTrights thy shriDking train. 
And rudely rcDtb tby robes; 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule. 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Sdence, Mdliog Peac^ 

Thy gentlest influence owd. 

And love thy ftv'rite namel 
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.':.wfEfrj.ii bis gra'p r!:! golden hair. 

And soup'it'st thy native Aies; 
Wl'"ti War, ov vultures tirawn from far. 
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ODE TO PEACE. 



O THOU, who bad'st thy turtles bear 
Swift from his grasp thy golden hair. 

And sought'at thy nadve skies; 
When War, by voltares dravn from far, 
To Britalo beat his Iron car. 

And bade his storms arise! 
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li. 
Tir'd of his nide tyrannic sway, 
Our youth shall fix some festive day. 

His sullen shrioea to bum : 
But thou who hear'st the tuTning spheres. 
What sounds may chann thy partial tan. 

And gaia thy blest retnrai 



O Peace, thy injur'd robes up-bindl 
O risel and leave not one t>ehind 

Of all thy beamy train : 
The British Lion, goddess sweet. 
Lies stretch'd on earth, to kiss thy feet. 

And own thy holier reign. 



Let others court thy transient snule. 
But come to grace thy western isle. 

By warlike Honour led; 
And, while, around, her ports rejmce, 
Wiiile all her sons adore thy choice. 

With him for ever wed ! 
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THE MANNERS. 



Farewell, for clearer ken design'd, 
The dim-discover'd tracts of mind; 
Tmths which, from action's paths rctir'd, 
My ulent search in vain requir'd' 
No more my sail that deep explores; 
No more I search those Oiagic shores ; 
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Wbat r^ons part tbc world of soul. 
Or whence thj streamB, Opinion, rdl: 
If e'er I round »uch fairy field. 
Some pow'r impart the spear and shMd 
At which the wizzard Pasuons fly; 
By which the giant Follies diel 

Farewell the porch whose roof Is seen 
Arcb'd with th' enlivening olive's green: 
Where Science, prank'd in tUsu'd vest. 
By Reason, Pride, and Fancy, drest. 
Comes, like a bride, so trim array'd. 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's shade. 

Youth of the quick uncbeated sight. 
Thy walks. Observance, moreinvitel 
O thou who lov'st that ampler^ range. 
Where life's wide prospects round thee change. 
And, with her mingling sons allied, 
Throw'at the prattling page aside. 
To me, in converse sweet, impart 
To read in man the native heart; 
To learn, where Science sure is found, 
Yiora nature as she lives around; 
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And, gazing oft her mirror true. 
By turns each shifting image view ! 
Till meddling Art's offidoui lore 
Reverse the lessons taught before; 
Alluring from a safer rale. 
To dream in her enchanted school: 
Thou, Heav'n, whate'er of great we boast. 
Hast blest this social science most, 

Retiring hence to thoughtful cell. 
As Fancy breathes her potent spell, 
Not vain she finds the cbarmful task. 
In pageant quaint, in motley mask; 
Behold, before ber musing eyes. 
The countless Manners round her risej 
While, ever varying as they pass. 
To some Contempt applies her glass; 
With these the white-rob'd maids combine} 
And those the laughing Satyrs join ! 
But who is he whom now she views, 
In robe of wild contending hues? 
Thou by the Passions nurs'dj I greet 
The comic sock that binds thy feet! 
O Humour, thou whose name is known 
'fy Britain's favour'd isle alone : 
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Me too amidst thy band admit; 

There where the young-ej'd healthful Wit, 

(Whose jewels in his crisped hair 

Axe plac'd each other's beams to share; 

Whctn no delights from thee difide) 

Id laughter loos'd, attends thy side! 

By old Miletus ■, who bo long 
Has ceas'd his love-inwovui song; 
Sy all you taught the Tuscan maids. 
In chang'd Italia's modern shades; 
By him^ whose knight's distinguish'd name 
Rcfin'd a nation's lust of fame; 
Whose tales e'en now, with echoes sweet, 
Castilia's Moorish hills repeat; 
Oi him c whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore. 
In watchet weeds on Gallia's shore; 
Who drew the sad Sicilian maid. 
By virtues in her sire betray'dj 

• Alluding Co the Miletian tales, lame of the earlittt Tonu 

)■ Ccmiilts. 
c Mniueur Le Sagt, aulfaor of ihe incompanblc 
Blai de SaotilbDc, who died ia Pars in (be jtir I74t 
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O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed; 
If but from thee I hope to feci. 
On all my heart Imprint thy seal I 
Let some retreating Cynic find 
Those oft-tura'd scrolls I leave behind: 
The Sports and I this hour agree. 
To rove thy scene-full world with theel 
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THE PASSIONS. 



When Music, heavenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early Greece she sung. 
The PasMons oft, to bear her shell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell- 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fointiug, 
Possest beyond the Muse's painting. 
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By turns they felt the glowing mind, 
Diiturb'd, delighted, lais'd, refin'd; 
Till once, 'tis said, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with fuT7, rapt, inspir'd, 
From the supporting n^tles round 
Tliey Bnatch'd her instruments of sound; 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art. 
Each, for Madness rul'd the hour. 
Would prove his own expressive power. 

First Fear his hand, its skill to try. 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back rectnl'd be knew not why, 
E'en at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush'd : bis eyes on fire. 
In lightnings, ownd his secret stings: 

In one rude clash he struck the tyre. 

And swept with hurried hand the strioga. 

With woful measures wan Despair 
Low, sullea sounds his grief b^uil'd; 
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A solemn, itrange, and mingled air ; 
Twas sad by fits, by starts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes k> Mi, 

What was thy delightful measure? . 
Still it wbisper'd pnxnis'd pleasure, 

And bade the lovely series at distance hail! 
Still would her touch the strain prolongs 
. And irom the roclu, the woods, the vale. 
She call'd on Echo still, through all the song; 
And, where her sweetest theme she chose, 
A soft responsive voice was beard at every close; . 
And Hope enchanted tmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair. . 
And longer bad she sung; — but, with a frown, 

Bevcnge impatient rose: 
He threw his blood-staio'd sword, in thunder, down; 
And, with a with'ring look. 
The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were, ne'er prophetic sounds so fiill of wo I 
And, ever and anon, he beat 
The doubliug drum, with fiirious heat; 
And, though sometinics, each dreary pause between. 
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Dqected Pitf, at hit ride. 
Her soul-aubdniag voice applied. 
Yet still he kept his wild usalter'd mien, 
Willie each straia'd ball of sight seem'd buntiiig from 
his head. 
Thy niimben, Jealouiy, to noDght were fix'd; 

Sad proof of thy diitressiiil state I 
Of diff'riDg themes the Teeiing song was ndx'd; 
And now it courted Love, nor raving call'd on 
Hate. 

With eyea up-rais'd, as one inffpir'd, 

Pale Melancholy sat retir'dj 

And, from her wild sequestered seat. 

In notes by diatance made more sweet, 

Four'd through the mellow horn her penuve soul; 

And, dasblDg soft from rocks around. 

Bubbling runnels join'd the sound; 
Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole. 

Or, o'er some haunted stream, with fond delay. 
Round an holy calm difiusing. 
Love of peace, and lonely musing. 

In bdlow muimurs died away. 
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But O! how alter'd was its sprightlier tone 

When CbeerfulDcss, a njmph of healthint hue, 
Her bow acrois her shoulder flung. 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 

Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket ruDg, 
The banter's call, to Faun and Dryad known. 

The oak-crown'd Sbters, and their chaste-ey'd Queen, 
Satyrs and sylvan Boys, were seen. 
Peeping from forth tbeir alleys green : 

Brown Exercise rejrac'd (o hearj 
And Sport leapt up, and sdz'd his beechen spear. 

Last came Joy's ecstatic (rial : 

He, with viny crown advancing, 
I^t to the lively pipe his hand addretti 

Bat soon he saw the brisk awak'ntng viol, 
Whose sweet entrancing v<ncc he lov'd the best : 
They would hare thought who heard the strain 
They saw, in Tempe's vale, her native maids, 
Amidst the festal sounding shades. 

To some nnwcaricd minstrel dancing. 

While, as his flying lingers kiss'd the strings. 
Love fram'd with Mirth a gay iantastic round: 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound; 
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And be, amidst hb frolic play. 
As if he 'Would tbe chamiiDS air repay, 
Shook thousand odoura from his dewy wings. 

O Mtuic ! sphere-descended maid, 
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid I 
Why, goddess! why, to us denied, 
Lay'st thon thy andent lyre aude ? 
As, in that lov'd Athenian bower, 
YoQ leara'd an all-commanding pover. 
Thy mimic soul, O Nymph endeai'd, 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native simple heart. 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art ? 
Arise, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energic, chaste, sublime t 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Rll thy recording Sister's page^ 
Tis said, and I believe the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could more prevail. 
Had more of strength, diviner rage. 
Than alt which charms this laggard age ; 
E'en all at once together found, 
Cecilia's mingled world of sounds— 
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O bid oar vain endeavours cease; 
Revive the just designs of Greece : 
Return in all thy mnple statel 
C<»ifiT[n the talcs her sons relate! 
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AN EPISTLE 

ADDSEflSSD.TO BIR THOMAS BAirH>l, OM HIS 

EDITION OP bbakbspxax'b WOBKB. 

Weils, bom to bring tbe Mine's happier day*, 

A patriot's band protects a poet's lays, 

Wbilc ours'd by you she sees her myrtles bloom, 

Green apd nnwither'd o'er his hononr'd tomb; 

Excuse her doabts, if yet she fears to tell 

What secret -transports in her bosom swell. 

With conscious awe slie hears the critic's fame. 

And blushing hides her wreath at Sbakctpear's name. 

Hard was the lot those injur'd strains endur'd, 

Unown'd by Science, and by years obscur'd : 

Fair Fancy wept; and echoing sighs confess'd 

A fixt despair in eveiy tuneful breast. 

Not with more grief the afflicted swains appear. 

When wintry, winds defimn the plenteous year; 

When ling'ring frosts the ruin'd seats invade 

Where Peace resorted,; and the Graces play'd. 
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Each risiDgart bf juit gradadoo moves:' 
Toil builds on toilj and age on age improTes: 
The Muse alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And grac'd with noblest pomp her earliest stage. 
Preterr'd through time, the speaking scenes impart 
Each changefiil wish of Huedra'a (ortur'd heart; 
Or paint tt>e curse that mark'd the Theban's ■ reign; 
A bed incestuous, and a father stain. 
With kind concern our piling eyes o'erflow ; 
Trace the sad talc; and own -another's wo. 

To Borne remov'd, with wit secure to pleasei. 
The comic Sisters kept their native ease: 
With jealous fear, declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almost exceli'd ; 
But every Muse essay'd to raise in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her tragic strain: 
Ilysiui* laureb, though transferr'd with tml, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew the unfriendly sdl. 

As Arts espir'd, resistless Dulness rose; 
Gotlis, priests, or Vandals, — all were LeaniiDg'i fees. 

* TIk CEdipm ti Scqptidtlci. 
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Till Julius '' first recall'd each exil'd maid; 
And Coamo ovn'd them in the Etrurian shade: 
Theo, deeply skili'd in tore's engaging theme, 
The soft Provencial pass'd to Amo'a stream : 
With graceful ease the wanton lyre he strung; 
Sweet fiow'd the lays — but love was all be sung- 
Tbe gay description could not fail to move; 
For, led by oature, all are friends to love. 

But Heaven, still various in its works, deciecd 
The perfect boast of time should last succeed. 
The beauteous union must appear at length, 
Of Tuscan fancy, and Athenian strength: 
One greater Muse Eliza's reign adorn. 
And even a Shakespear to her fame be borni 

Yet ahl so bright her morning's opening r^. 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal dayl 
No second growth the western isle could bear. 
At once exhausted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonson knew the critic's part; 
Nature in, him was almost lost in art. 

*• Juliul II. the immediiK prcdcccnor a! Leo X. 
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Of Klftei moald the gentle Fletcher came. 

The next in order as the next in name. 

With pleas'd attcDtion, 'midst his scenes ve find 

Each glowing thought that warms the female nund} 

Each melting sigh, and evety tender tear; 

ne lover's wiihcs, and the virgin's fear. 

Hisc evety strain the Smiles and Graces own; 

Bnt stronger Shakespear felt for man alone: 

Drawn by his pen, our ruder pasuons stand 

The unrivall'd picture of hh early hand. 

With J gradual step* and slow, exacter France 
Saw Alt's fair enqnre o'er her shores advance; 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew. 
Correctly bold, and juat in all she drew: 
Till late Comeille, with Lucan's " spirit fir'd, 
Brcath'd the free strain, as Rome and be in^r'd; 

' Tbdr cliuacnn ire thut dudnguiibcd by Mr. Dryden. 
' About the time of Shikcqieir, the poet Hardy wat in gnat iqute 
in FnUlU- He wrott, actording la Fonleiielle, Bi hundnd playi. Tbe 
French poeti after tum applied ihemKlvcf in general to the correct im- 
provement of the ttage, which wai ^moit totally diircginlBi by tbiae 
<if our own caantty, Jooion eiceptcd. 

■ Tbe bvouiite author of the elder ComolU. 
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And daistc judgment gain'd to sweet Badne 
Hie temperate sticDgth of Maro's chaster line. 

But wilder far the British laurel spread; 
And wreaths less artiiil crowo our Poet's head. 
Yet he alone to every scene could give 
The historian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad surprise. 
Majestic forms of mighty monarcfas rise. 
There Henry's trumpets spread their loud alarms; 
And laurell'd Conquest waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentle Edward claims a pitying sigh. 
Scares bom to honours, and so soon to diet 
Yet shall thy throne, unhappy infant, briug 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king: 
The time f shall come when Glo'stcr's heart shall bleed. 
In life's last hours, with horror of the deed; 
When dreary visions shall at last present 
Thy vengeful image in the midnight teut: 
T^y hand unseen the secret death shall bear; 
Blunt the weak sword; and break th' oppresuve ^tear. 

t Tcmpui erit Tunui, migno c&ni optivcrit cnptum 
Intactum PillanB, Ice. 
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Where'er we turn, b^ Fancy charm'd, we find . 
Some sweet ilhuion of the cheated nund. 
Oft, wild of wing, she calls the soul to rove 
With humbler nature, in therural giovei 
Where swaiiu contented own the quiet scene. 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green: 
Dress'd by her hand, the woods and yalleyg unile j 
And Spring diffusive decks th' enchanted isle. 

O, more than all in powcrfiil genius blest, 
Cmue, take thine empire o'er the willing breast I 
Whate'er the wotudi this youthful heait shall feel. 
Thy songs support me, and thy morals heal! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raise; 
There native music dwells in all the lays. 
O might some verse with happiest skill penuade 
Expressive ^cture to adopt thine aid! 
What wondrous draught might rise from every page ! 
What other Raphaels charm a distant age I 

Methinks e'en now I view some free design. 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line: 
Chaste and subdu'd the modest lights decay; 
Steal into shades; and mildly melt away. 
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And see where Anthony e, in tears appror'd. 

Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 

O'er the cold corse the warrior seems to bend. 

Deep sunk in grief; and mourns hb murdei'd friendl 

Still as they press, he calls on all around ; 

Lifts the torn robe, and paints the bleeding wound. 

But who ^ is he whose brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient and a fieri^er air? 
Awake to all that iujur'd worth can feel, 
On his own Borne he turns th' avenging steel. 
Yet shall not war's insatiate fury &11 
(So heaven ordains it) on the destin'd wall. 
See the fond mother, 'midst the plaintive train, 
Hung on his knees, and prostrate on the plain I 
Touch'd to the sonl, in vain he strives to hide 
The son's affection, in the Roman's pride: 
O'er all the man conflicting passions rise; 
Bage grasps the swords while Pity melts the eyes. 

Ihus, generous Critic, as thy Bard inspires. 
The sister Arts shall nurse their drooping fires; 

S See the tragedy of Julius Cxur. 
^ Osiolanin. See Mc. Spence'i Dulogue on the Odyncy. 
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Each from hi* sceiKs tbdr (tore* altemHte biingj 
Blend the fair tint, or wake the vocal itring : 
Those Sil^l -leave*, the spwl of every mud, 
(Fbr poeta ever were a careleu kind) 
Bj thee dispoa'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, just to Nature, own thy fcirming band. 

So tpread o'er Greece, the hannonious whole uokoown. 
E'en Homer's uumbcfs cbami'd by parts alooe. 
Their own Ulysses scarce had wander'd more, 
By winds and waters cast on every shore: 
When, rais'd by fate, some former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundless mind; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 
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DIRGE IN CYMBELINE. 

EUNO BY GUIDEHUS AND ABVIRAGUS OVBR FIDI 



To fair Fldele's grassy tomb 

Soft maids, and village hinds, shall bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest bloom; 

And rifle all the breathing spring. 
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No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with Ehrieka tlii» quiet grove; 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 
And mclciog villus own their love. 

No wither'd witch shall here be seen f 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 

The female fays shall haunt the green, 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew I 

The redbreast oft, at evening hours. 
Shall kindly lend hu little aid. 

With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers. 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain. 
In tempest shake the sylvan cell; 

Or 'midst the chase, on every plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore i 
For thee the tear be duly shed; 

Belov'd till life can charm no more. 
And moum'd till Kty's self be dead. 
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ODE 



DEATH OP MR. THOMSON. 



THB SCBNB OF THB FOLLOWING STAKZAB IS SOPPOSBD 
TO LIZ ON TBK THAHE8, NBAS ZICHXOMD. 



Itr yonder grave a Druid lies. 

Where dowly winds the stealing wave ! 
The year's best sweets shall duteous rise. 

To deck its poet's sylvan grave I 



la yoo deep bed of whispering reeds 

His airy faarp * shall now be laid; 
That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds 

May love through life the soothing shade. 

• The harp of JEoiya, of which tee a detcriptiai in [be Code of 
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Then maids and youths shall linger here; 

And, while iti sounds at distance swell, 
Shall sadt^ seem in Pity's ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 



Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore. 
When Thames in summer wreaths is di 

And oft suspend the dashing oar. 
To bid his gentle spirit resti 



And, oft as ease and health retire 
To breezy lawn, or forest deep, 

The friend shall view yon whitening "spire. 
And 'mid the varied landscape weep. 



But, thou who own'st (hat earthly bed. 
Ah t what will every dirge avail I 

Or tears which Love and Fit/ shed. 
That mourn beneath the gliding sail! ' 
)■ R'tchmond church. 
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Yet lives there one whose heedleu eyo 

Shall BcoTD thy pale shrine glimmering oearl 

With him, sweet bard, may Fancy diej 
And J07 deseit the blooming year. 



But thou, lorn stream, whose suUen tide 
No sedge-crown'd Sisters now attend. 

Now waft me ftom the green hill's ude 
Whose ccJd turf hides the buried friend ! 



And see, the faiiy valleys fade; 

Dun Night has veil'd the aolemn viewl 
Yet once again, dear parted shade, 

Meek Nature's Child, again adieu I 



Hie genial <= meads, asugn'd to bless 
Thy lift, shall mourn thy early doom; 



c Mr. Tbomun reuded in the neighbourhood of Richmood kh 
Mbce hi> death. 
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There binda and ahqjherd-girla shall dress. 
With simple hands, thy raral tomb. 



Long, long, thy itooe and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton's eyea: 

O I vales, and wild woods, shall he say, 
In yonder grave your Druid lies I 
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ODE 



POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS OF THE HIGHLANDS 

OF SCOTLAND; 

CONSIDERED AS TEE SUBJECT OF POETRT. 

INtCaiBtD TO UK. JOHK BOUB. 

HoMB, thou retnm'st from Tfaamei, whoie Naiadi long 
Have Men thee liDgering with a fond delay. 
Mid those soft friendi, whose heartj, lome future day, 

Shall melt, perbaps, to hear thy tragic iong>. 

Go, Dot unmindful of that coTdial youth ^ 

WhcHD, long endear'd, thou leav'it l^ Lavant'i lidej 

Together let us wish him lasting truth. 
And joy untainted, with hit deitin'd bride. 

■ Hov tniljr did CoUiiu predkt Horac'i Infic pcnvcn I 

l> A fcnllcoMa of the name of Barrow, who introduced Heme to 
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Gol not regiirdless, while these nnmben boast 

My sEiort-liv'd bliaa, forget my locial name; 
Bnt think, far off, bow, on the southern coast, 

I met thy friendship with an equal flame! 
Ficsb to that soil thon toro'at, where every vale 

Shall prompt the poet, and his song demand : 
To thee thy copious subjects ne'er shall fail; 

Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand. 
And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land. 

There, must thoa wake perforce thy Doric quill; 

Tis fancy's land to which thou sett'st thy ket; 

Where still, 'tis said, the faiiy pMple meet. 
Beneath each birkcn shade, on mead or hill. 
There, each trim lass, that skims the milky store. 

To the swart tribes their creamy bowls allots; 
By night they up it round the cottage door. 

While airy minstrels warble jocund notes. 
There, every herd, by sad experience, knows 

How, wing'd with fate, their elf~shot arrows fly. 
When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes. 

Or, Btretch'd on earth, the heart-smit heifen lie. 
Such airy beings awe th' untutor'd swain: 

Nor thou, though leam'd, his homelier thoughts neglect; 
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Let th^ sweet muse the rural faitb sustain; 

These arc the themes of simple, sore edect, 
lliat add Dew conquests to her boundless leigD, 

And fiU, with double force, her heart- commanding 

E'en yei preacrr'd, how often may'st thou hear. 

Where to the pole the Boreal mountains ran, 

Taught hy the father, to his listening son ; 
Strange lays, whose power bad charm'd a Spenser'i ear. 
At every pause, before thy mind possest, 

Old Runic bards shall seem to rise around, 
With uncouth IjTea, in many- col our'd vest. 

Their matted hair with boughs fantastic crown'd: 
Whether thou bid'st the well-taught hind repeat 

llie choral dirge, that mourus some chieftain brave, 
Wlien every shrieking maid her bosom beat. 

And strew'd with choicest heibs his scented grave! 
Or whether, utting in the shepherd's shiel S 

Thou hcar'st some sounding tale of wars alarms ; 
When at the bugle's call, with fire and steel, 

The sturdy clans ponr'd forth their brawny swarms. 
And hostile brothers met, to prove each other's anns. 

c A nimnier hul, buili in Ibe h^ part of Ihe mouiitami, to tout 
tbdr Bocki in tbt wairo Kann, when dK psiture U fine 
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Tis thine to sing, bow, inming hideous upells, 

In Sky's lone isle, the giAed wizard-seer, 

Lodg'd in the wintry cave with fate's fell ipcar. 
Or in the depth of Uist'g dark forest dwdh: 

How they, whose sight such dreary dreams engross. 
With their own visioD oft astonisfa'd droop, 

Wben, o'er the wat'ry strath, or quaggy moas. 
They >ee the gliding ghosts unbodied trot^. 

Or, if in sports, or on the festive green. 
Their destin'd glance some fated youth descry. 

Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigour seen, 
And rosy health, shall soon lamented die. 

For them the viewless forms of air obey; 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair: 

They know what spirit brews the stormful day, 
And heartless, oft like moody madness, stare 
To see the phantom train their secret v/qA prepare. 

To monarchs dear ^, some hundred miles astray, ' 
Oft have they seen fate give the fatal blowl 

' The fifth lUnia, iml (he half oS tht ax(h, in Dr. CaiijWt copy, 
primed in (he firat volume of (lie " Transactioni" of the Royal Society 
of Edinburgh, being deliclenl, have been supplied by Mr. MackenuCi 
whosclines ate here 2nneted, tot the purpose af comparison, and to ^ 
jutficc to the el^uiC author of the Han of Pcelii^. 
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The 8eer> ia Sk^, shriek'd ai the blood did &ow, 
Wbcn licadlcsB Charles warm oa the icaffold lay I 

'■ Or on vmc bdl;iii| rock that ibada iIk ittf, 
" Thej view the lurid »gDs chit aoa the sky, 
'• Where in Ihc west, |he brooding tempests Ikj 



■■ And hear the first, bint, 






■■ Ot in the arched cave, where deep and dark 
" The btoad, unbroken billows heave and (well, 
" Jo horrid rauungi «rdpt they tit lo mark 
" The lab'rineoiooni «' list the nightly jrell 
" Of that dread j[urit, whoK gigantic (arm 

" The seer's enttancod ej-e can well survey, 
*' Throu^ The dim air who guides the drivir^ stonnr 

" And points the wretched barit its destin'd prey. 
'^ Or him who hoven on his flagging wing, 

" O'er the dire whirlpool, that, in ocean's vnite, 
" Draws innnt dowa'whate'er deroted thing 

■■ Tlw biting bnau vilhio its reKh hath pUc'd — 
" The distant teamen heart, and flies with trembling hatte. 

" Or, If on land the Geod exerts hit sway, 
" Silent be broods o'er ijuicksaod, bog or fen, 

" Far fiTira the sheltering roof and haunts of men, 
" When witched darkoca shutt the eye of day, 
" And shrouds each star that wont to cheer the night i 

" Or, if the drifted snow perplej the way, 
■' With treacherout gleam he lures the bted wight, 
" And leadt him floundering oti and quite astray." 
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As Boreal threw hit joong Aurora * forth. 

In the fint jear of the 6nt GoMgc's ictgn, 
And batllea tag'd id welkin of the North, 

Tbcy moum'd in air, lell, fell Fcbcllion slamt 
And as, of late, they ja}''d in Preston'B fight, 

Saw, at sad Falkirk, all their hopes near crown'dl 
Theyrav'd! divining, through their second dght f. 

Pale, red Culloden, where these bapea were drowa'dl 
Illuitrious William > I Britain's guardian name I 

One William sav'd ns from a tyrant's stroke; 
He, for a sceptre, gain'd hercuc fame. 

But thou, more glorious, slavery's chain bast broke. 
To rdgn a private man, and bow to freedom's yokel 

These, too, thon'lt sing I fcnr well thy magic muse 
Can to the tc^most faeaveo of grandeur soar; 



' Bf young Aurora, Collini undoubtedly monC the Gnt appunwx 

of the northEm Ijj^n, whkh h^pcncd about the year 1715, at least, it 

. n moK highly probable from Ms peculiar circumstance, that no locknt 

writer whitcveT b» taken any notjceof them, doc even soy DDcmodera 

pnrioui 10 the abore period. 

' Secand i^U it the tens that i< uio! for the divinition of the Hi^ ' 

S The late dulu of Cumberlud, vho defeated the Prettoder at the- 
tanleoTCulkiden. 
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Or itoc^ to will tbe swain that is no moret 
Ab, homely swains' ^ur bomewaid steps ne'er loose} 

Let not dank Will '' mislead jou to the heath; 
Dancing in miiky night, o'er fen and lake. 

He glows, to draw yoa downward to yoat death. 
Id his bewitch'd, low, marshy, willow brake 1 
What though far off, from some dark dell espied. 

His glimmeriDg mazes cheer th' excursive sight. 
Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your steps aude. 

Nor trust the guidance of that ^thless lightj 
For watchful, lurking, 'mid th' uDrustliog reed. 

At those milk hours the wily monster lies, 
And listens oft to bear tbe passing steed. 

And frequent roond him rolls bis sullen eyes, 
If chance his savage wrath may some weak wretch sur- 
prise. 

Ah, luckless swain, o'er all unblest, indeed! 
"Whom late bewilder'd in tbe dank, dark fen. 
Far from his flocks, and smoking bamlet, then I 

To that sad spot where bums tbe sedgy weed : 

k A fiery mclnr, caUed by various taiaa, luch v Will with tbe 
WUp, Juk with the Ldnihora, Sec. It boven in the air over ounhy 
and (uiny ptxei. 
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On Um, enrag'd, the fiend, in angry mood, 
Shall never look with pity's kind conoern, ' 

Bnt instant, fniions, nuM the vbehning floM 
O'er its drown'd banks, forbidding all return ! 

Or, if b^ meditate bis wiah'd escape. 
To some dim hill, that seems upriung near. 

To his feint eye, the grim and giisly shape. 
In all iti terrors dad, shall wild appear. 

Meantime the watery surge ^all roond bim rise, 
Pour'd sadden tbrth from every swelling source t 

What now remains but tears and hopeless sighs? 
His feai-fihook limbs have lost thrir yoathly force. 
And down the waves he floats, a pale and breathlecs 



For him in vain his anxious wife shall wait. 

Or wander forth to meet bim on his way; 
For him in vain at to-l^ll of dte day. 

His babes shall linger at th' uncloung gate! 
Ah, ne'er shall he return! Alone, if night. 

Her travel'd limbs in broken slumbers steep I 
With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite 

Shalt viut sad, perchance, her silent sleep : 
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Then he, perhaps, with mcist and watery hand. 

Shall fondly seem to press her shnddericg cheek, 
And with his blue-swoln face before her stand. 

And, ^vering cM, these piteous accents speak: 
" Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils, pursue, 

" At dawn or dusk, industrious as before; 
" Nor e'er c^ me one helpless thought renew, 

" While I lie weltering on the osicr'd shore, 
" Drown'd by the Kelpie's ' wiath. nor e'er shall aid 
thee mwel" 

Unbonoded is thy rangCj with varied skill 
Thy muse may, like thooe feathery tribes which spring 
From their rude rocks, extend her skirting wing 

Round the mdst mai^e of each cold Hebrld isle. 
To that hoar pile'' which still its ruins shows; 

In whose small vaults a pig^y-folk is found, 
Whose bones the delver with his spade upthrows. 

And culls them, wQDd'ring, from the haUow'd groutidl 



k Oik of the Hebridn is called the uk of Hgmia; where k i> re- 
porad, that Mveral miniatun bMiet of the human sjcckt have been dug 
up in the ruim oF a chapel thcie. 
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Or tfaitber 1, vbere beocatb the ihow'iy weal. 

The mighty kings of three fair realms aie laid; 
Once foes, perhajM, together dow they reat, 

No ilavcs revere them, and no wars invade: 
Yet frequent now, at midoigfat solemn hour, 

The rifted mouDda their yawning cells unfold. 
And foith the monarchs stalk with sovereign power, 

Id pageant robes, and wreath'd with sheeny gold. 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold. 

But, oh, o'er all, forget not Kllda's race. 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting tides. 

Fair Nature's daughter, Virtue, yet abides. 
Got just, as they, their blameless manoen trace 1 

Then to my ear transmit some gentle soag, 
Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain. 

Their bounded walks the rugged cU% along. 
And all their prospect but the wintry main. 

With sparing temperance, at the ueedful time, 
Tbej drain the scmted spring; or, hunger-preat. 



1 looImkiU, one ^ tlie Htbridei, where near nity of tiW ai 
ScMlish, Irnb, and Noiwcgian kings m interred. 
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Along th' Atlantic rock, andreadiiig cUmb, 
And of its eggs despcul the Kilan's ■> nett 

Tlias, blett in primal innocence tbey livc^ 
Snffic'd, and happy with that frugal fare 

Which tastefhl toil and hourly danger give. 
Hard is their shallow scnl, and bleak and bare; 

Nor ever vernal bee wai heard to mormor there I 

Nor need'st thou Uush that such false themes engage 

Thy gentle nund, of &irer stores postett; 

for not alrae they touch the village breast. 
But £ird, in elder time, th' historic page. 

There, Shakspearc's self, with every garland crcnni'd. 
Flew to those iaiij dimes his fancy sheen. 

Id musing hour; his wayward sisters foundj 
And uritb thdr terrors drest the magic scene. 

From them be sung, when, 'mid his bold design. 
Before the Scot, afflicted, andaghasti 

The shadowy kings of Banqno's fated lincj 
Through the dark cave in gleamy pageant past. 

Proceed I nor quit the tales which, simply told. 
Could once so well my answering bosom pierce; 



■■> Ad Dquatic bird like a gooet, on the cggi of which the inhsibiKintS 
(f St. Kiidi, iiMther <J die Udsiia, cbii^ sattut. 
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Proceed, in forccftil eotmdi, and colour bold. 
The native legends of thj land rehearse; 
To nich adapt th^ Ijre, and niit thy pow'rlul vflrse. . 

In scenea like these, which, daiing to depart 

Fn»n sober tratb, are still to nature true, ' 
And call forth freih delight to faacfa view, 
Th' heroic muse employ'd her Tasso's art I 

How have I tremUed, when, at Tancrafi stn^ 
Its gashing blood (he gapii^ cypress poor'dl 

When each live pUnt with mortal accents Ipokei 
And the wild blast upbeav'd the vaoish'd sword I 

How have I sat, when pip'd the pensive wind. 
To hear his harp by British Fairfax strungi 

Prevailing poet ! whose undoubting mind, 
Believ'd the magic wonders which be sung ! 

Hence, at each sound, imagination glowsl 
Hence, at each picture, vivid li& starts hercl 

Hence his warm lay with softest sveetnes* flo>m I 
Melting it flows, pure, mnrmnring, strong and dear, " 
And fills th' iinpassioo'd heatt, and wins th' harmbhiooa 
ear! 

All hail, ye scenes that o'er my soul prevail I 
Ye splendid friths and lakes, which, far away, 
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Are hy smooth Annan " fiU'd, or paat'ial Tay ", 
Or Don's" romantic springs, at distance bail' 
The time iball come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens", o'erbung with spreading broom i 
Or o'er your stretching heaths, by fancy led; 

Or o'er your mountains creep, in awfiil gloom I 
Then will I dress once more the faded bower. 

Where Jonson p sat in Dnimmond's classic shade; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower, 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Willy's bid! 
Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bore 

The cordial youth, on Lothian's plains'), attend I — 
Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor. 

To him I lose your kind protection lend. 
And, touch'd with love like mine, preserve my absent 
Anendl 

D Tbm t'mn in Sootlandj ■ ' Vailin. 

F An rJooDo pud a vbic oo imi, in lOlO, ts the SoMcH poet 
Dnunowiiij) It hii leac oF Hanthomden, wilbio Tour miks of EtUnbuigh. 
f famnr, it tetms, wu at the Edinburgh univeruly, whkh ii ia die 
countj of Lothian. 
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SONG. 

TBK lEHTlMIMTS BOBROVED FKOH SHAXaPUll. 

YouMG DamoD of the vale is dead, 

Te lowUnd hamlets moan: 
A dewy turf lies o'er his head) 

And at his feet a ttooe. 

HI* shroud, which death's cold damps destroy. 

Of SBow-vfatte tlireads was made: 
All nKKirn'd to see so sweet a bojr 

In earth for ever laid. 

Pale paancs o'er his corpse were plac'd, 

Which, pluck'd before their time, 
Bestrew'd the boy, like him to waste. 

And wither in thdr prime. ' 

But will he ne'er return, whose tongue 

Could tone the rural lay i 
Ab, Dol his bell c^ peace is rung, 

His lips axe cold as clay. 
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Tbejr hon him oat at twilight hoar. 
The Touth who Icw'd k> well: 

Ah me) how many a true-love shower 
Of kiod rancmbninGe felll 

Each maid was wo — bat Locj chief. 
Her grief o'er all was tried j 

Within his grave she dropp'd in grief. 
And o'er her lov'd-onc died. 
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OBSERVATIONS 



ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 



Tbb genius of the pastt^al, as well as of evety odier 
respectable qiecics 4^ poetry, had its ori^n in the Eait, 
and from tlietice was transplanted by tbe mutes of 
Greecej but whether fram the ccmtineiit of the Lesser 
Asia, or frtmi Egypt, which, about the era c^ the 
Grecian pastoral, was the hospitable nurse of letto^ it 
is not easy to determine. From the subjects, aod die 
manner of Tlieocritus, one would incline to tbe latter 
ofnnion, wbile the history of Bion is in favour of the 
former. 
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However, tliough it should itill Tcnuiti 'A iloaht 
through what channel tbe pastoral travelled' iiteriwi^f 
(here is not the least shadow of luu^rtaioty concenung 
its oriental origin. 

Id those ages, which, guided by sacred chronology, 
from a comparativ* view of time, wc call the toAf 
ages, it appears, from the most authentic historians, that 
the chiefs of the people employed themselves in rural 
exercises, and that astronomers and legislators were at 
the same time shepherds, Thus Strabo informs us, that 
the history of the creation was communicated to the 
£gyptiana by a Chaldean shepherd. 

From these drcumstauces it is evident not only that 
such shepherds were capable of all the dignity and 
elegance peculiar to poetry, but that whatever poctiy' 
they attempted would be of the pastoral kind; would 
take its subjects from those scenes of mral simplidty In- 
which they were conversant, and, as it was the ofispring 
of harmony and nature, would employ tl)e powers it 
derived from the former to celebrate the beauty and 
benevolence of the latter. " 

Accordingly we find that the most ancient (penu 
treat of agriculture, astronomy, and other objects with., 
in the mral and natural systems. 
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What conititntet tbc 6U16kwx between the Georgic 
and the Pastoral, is love and the colloquial or dramatic 
form of composition peculiar to the latter : this form of 
ccmpoution is Bometimes dispensed with, and love and 
nual icnageiy abne are thought sufficient to distinguish 
the pastoral. The tender pasuon, however, seems to be 
essential to this species of poetry, and is hardly ever 
ezdnded frtxn those pieces that were intended to come 
under this denomination : even in those eclogues of the 
Amoebean kind, whose only purport is a trial of skill 
between contending shepherds, love has its usual share, 
and the praises of their respective mistresses are the 
general subject? of the competitors. 

It is to be lamented that scarce any oriental compo- 
sitions of tliis kind have survived the ravages of igno- 
rance, tyranny, and time; we cannot doubt that many 
such have been extant, possibly as far down as that fatal 
period, never to be men^oned in the world of letters 
, without horror, when the glorious monuments of human 
ingenuity perished in the ashci of the Alexandrian U- 
braiy. 

Those ingenious Greeks whom we call the patents 
.of paitoral poetry were, probably, no more than imi- 
tators, that derived thdr harmony from higher and re- 
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moter ■oarcca, and Undled tfadr paetkal 6m at Uumc 
then noextinguiBbed lamps whk^ bnined vitfain the 
lombt of oricnlal geaiui. 

}| it evident that Homer has availed himsrlf of thoae 
magnificent images and descriptiooi so frequentlj to be 
met with in the books of tbe CM Testament j and whj 
maj not Theocritus, Moschua, and BitHi, have found 
tbar archetTpet in other eastern writen, whose namea 
have perished with their works? yet, though it may 
not be illiberal to admit such a sapposition, it woold 
certainty be iDvidioiu to conclude what the malignitj 
of cavillers alone could suggest with regard to Homer, 
that tliey destro}^ the sources from which tbey bor- 
rowed, ^nd, as it is fabled of the young of the pelican, 
drained tbdr supporters to death. 

A* the Scptuagint- translation of the Old Testament 
was performed at the request, and under the patronage, 
of Ptolemy Philaddphns,. it were not to be wondered 
if Theocritus, who was entertained at that prince's 
court, had borrowed stxue of his pastoral imagery from 
the poetical passages of those books. — I think it can 
hardly be doubted that the Sidlian poet had in hit tje 
certain expresuont of the prophet Itaiab, when he wrote 
the following lines: ... 
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n«mt f iMhXa yrmttf lui li ituc 'X**^ IrUiUUt 

inu Tut uniK 4x-iw( iXM. 

Lm Taiif bninbls die Uuc violet bear. 
On the rude Ihorn Naitiam draa lui hiir, 
All, aU reven'd — The pine wilh pean be CFOwn'd, 
And (he bold deer iball drag the tremhling hound. 

The cause, indeed, of these phenomena is ycij difierent 
in the Greek from what it ts in the Hebrew poet; the 
former emplojring them on the death, the latter oa the 
birth, of an important person: but the marks of imita- 
tion are nevertheless obvious. 

It might, however, be expected, that if Theocritns 
had borrowed at all from the sacred writers, the cele- 
brated epithalamium of Solomon, so much within hit 
own walk of poetry, would not certainly have escaped 
his notice. His epithalamium on the marriage of He- 
lena, moreover, gave him an open field for imitation; 
therefore, if he has any obligations to the royal bard, 
we may expect to find him there. Tite very opening 
of the poem is in the spirit of the Hebrew song : 

Oimi h <r|wCa t/t^fSic, • ^M >'<V^I 
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Tlie colour of inltation is eHII strongat in Ut6-MloMAg 
pauage: ■"' '"' 



*flh IMU il ^^fitfis *BHii« ^^jnr' t» q^Tv, 
H iwwf u«a(>r»Ci ■ iffuiii etrraXK !*«•(. 

^Tliis desciiption of Helen is infitutely ibove tbe Etjrle 

'^aod fignre of the Sicilian pastoral — " She is like the 
"rising of the golden morning, when tbfe night d^uirt- 

'- ** etfa, and when the vinter is over and gone. She re- 
-" scnlbleth the cypress in the gardcD, the horse ih ibe 
" diariots of Thessaly." These figures plainly dtelan 

'^their origin; and others, equally imitgtive, might be 

''pointed out in the same Idyllium. 

This beantifUl and luxuriant marriage pastoral of 
■Btrfomonis the only perfect form of the oriental cclc^ue 
that has survived the ruins of time; a happiness for 
which it is, probably, more indebted to its sacred cha. 
racter than to its intrinsic merit. Kot that it is by any 
means destitute of poetical excellsnce: like all the 
eastern poetiy, it is bold, wild, and unconnected in its 
figures, allusions, and parts, and has all that graceful 
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Mid nn^aificent daring wliicli characteiues iti metrn- 
phoricat and comparative imagery. 

Id coDsequence of these peculiarities, so ill adapted 
to the frigid geoius of the North, Mr. Collins could 
make but litde use of it as a precedent for his oriental 
eclogues; and even in his third eclogue, where the sob- 
ject is of a similar nature, he has choseu rather to/cd- 
low the mode cf the Doric and the Latin pastoral. 

The scenery and subjects then of the foregoing 
eclogues alone are oriental; the style and ctdouring are 
purely Enropeaui and, for this ^ason, the author's pre- 
lace, in which he intimates that he had the original 

, from a merchant who traded to the East, is omitted, as 
being DOW altogether superfluous. 

With regard to the merit of these eclogues, it may 
justly be asserted, that in simplicity of description and 
espressioD, in delicacy and softness of numbers, and in 

. natural and unaffected tenderness, they are not to be 
equalled by any thing of the pastoral kind in the English 
language. 
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ECLOGUE I. 

Tbu ecl<q[D^ which is entitled Selim, or the Shep- 
bcxd'a Moral, as there ii nothing dranutic in the (ub- 
ject, may be thought the least entertaining of the four : 
but it i< by no nacans the least valnaUe. The mortl 
precepts which the intelligent die|dieid deliven to bis 
^ow-swsioi, and the virgins their compaoiMU, are 
•ocfa as would InialUbl/ prontotc the happineM o£ the 
l«iloral Uie. 

In imfieraoDating the private virtues, the poet bas> 
obaerved great proprie^, and has formed their gen^- 
log7 with the ovist perfect judgment, when he repre- 
sents them a> the daughters of truth and wisdom. 

The characteristics of modesty and chastity are ex- 
tremely happy and peinltirespie: 

" Cxnc (hou, mioK timgki ai lumfU ifrii^ m clar, 

Ta lead the Cnin, sweet modeatf appor ; 

Witb Ihei be chaslitjr, of all afnid, 

Dutnutiag all, a wise, susptcidiu maid ; 

CoM is her breut, Uiifimm Ihal JriiA lie irm. 

A Mlken wil eoncsals her fann the ?iew." • ' 
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The tro nmiles borrowed from rural object! an not 
oaij mnch in character, but perfectly uatanl and ex.- 
pretmve. There a, notwitbitandiDg, thii defect in tbe 
toimer, tbat it waotg a pecoltar profmetj; for pari^ 
of thought may as well be aj^ed to chastity as to 
Dwdesty; and from this initaoce, as well as from 'a 
tbouiand more, we may see the oecesuty of distinguish- 
ing, in charactemtic poetry, erery object by marks and 
attributes peculiarly its own. 

It cannot be objected to ttris eclogue, tbat it wants 
both those essential criteria of tbe pastoral, lore and the 
drama; for though it partakes not of the latter, the 
fbrmer still retains an interest in It, and tbat too yery 
material, as it professedly consults tbe virtue and hap- 
piness of the lover, while it infomis what are the qua- 
lities 

Ihat must Ind to toic. 



ECLOGUE 11. 

All the advantages that any apedes of poetiy can 
derive from tbe novelty (^ the subject and sceoeiy, this 
eclogue posseuct. Tbe rout of a cam«l-driyer is a scene 
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gfiu, fu^ of. its ^tfen^nt distnssaes be cwW, IwRCiSo 
i^ea.— TbcK are n^^ happily aod miDutdy pt^otcljl|^ 
,>pur 4cacriptive poet. What sublime simplicity, o£ ex- 
-pnsnonl what nervous plainnen in the c^xaiiag of^^^ 
poem! 

" In ulenC Ibitdt o'er the bouDdlen wutc 
Tbe drivn Haian witb his cuncU foU" 

The magic pencil of the poet brin^ the whole scene 
before us at once, as it were by enchantment, and in 
tliis single ccruplct we feel all the effect that arises from 
the terrible wildness of a region unenlivened by the 
habitations of men. The verses that describe so mi- 
nutely the camel-driver's little provisions, have a touch* 
ing influence on the imagination, and pt'cpar^tll'ertiider 
'to enter more feelingly Into his future apptcbeA^ns of 
aiiffresfi! ■■■-.. ,1 

,. :ji -,," Beibfik tbcf^ Hnun, vheres1ull,4iirst uuk^, , ^^ 
When faili thiscruix, bii unielcnivig pgcl" ,r 

It is difficult to say whether his aprntrc^he to the 
" mute cnnpanions of his tcnls," isfnore to be. admired 
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ftAf 'tW elegance and bcaufy ofthe pbWtal itedgftTJ'i*' 
ibr the tendernesa and huinanlty of fiid sentimetit, nb 
Vhb can read it without bdng afiect^l, iKB do Itb 
hcaft DO injnitice, if he conclndei it' to be dcstitatlj cf 
"iaiAiEty: - - 

" Ye mute componioat of laj coUi, that bear 

la all ra; grieh a more than equal iharet 

Hoc, where oo ipringt in munnun break away. 

Or mon-CTOWu'd fbunoini midgate Utc ir/, 

In nin Jt baft the gnco del^hti to knoiTi I 

Which lUnt more blot, or verdant valei, beuow i - 

Here roclu alone and tattelest landi are foundi 

And laint and lickly wioli for ever tiowl around." 

Yet in tliete beaudfol lines there is a sliglit error, whiph 
wiiten of tlie greatest genius very frequently fall Into. 
—It will be needless to obserrc to the accurate reader, 
that in the 6&h and uzth verses there is a verbal ,pJao-' 
oitm v/hen the poet speaks of tbe grwit delights of 
^erdtmt vales. There is an oversight of the same kind, 
in the Manners, an Ode; where the poet says 

" — — An/i ilm aymphi dqilore 
In voftM weed* ■■ ■ " 
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1U> finilt 11 indeed a commoo one, but to a reader of 
tMte it ii nereithdesa diigustfbli and it ii mentioDed 
here M the error of a man of geoioB and judgment, tliat 
men ot genina and jodgmciit may guard agairat it. 

Mr. CoUiiu speaks like a true poet, as well in tea- 
timent aa czpreanoo, vhen, with regard to the thirst of 
wealth, he ays, 

" Wtijr iteed WB not, wh3e mad we hntc ^aog 
Tbe gentle voice of pexe, cr pkmirc's mgi 
Or wherefore diink the flowery mouaaui'i lidc. 
The fountain's mnnnun, and the *a1ley'< pride, 
Why think we thcK km plcmng to behoJd, 
Than dreary dacm, if they lead CopildF" 

Bnt however just these sentiments may appear to tbcMC 
who have not revolted tix>m nature and Bimpticity, had 
the author proclaimed tiiem in Ltxnbard-^trect, or 
Clieapside, he would not have been conqtlimebted with ~ 
the UDdersUnding of the beU^-Hian.— A atrikii^ jMroof, 
that oui own particular ideas of happiness regulati our 
opinions concerning the sense and wisdom of othersl 

It is impossible to take leave of this most beautiful 
eclogue, without paying the tribute of sdiiitfation so - 
justly due to the following nervous Hnes: 
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■•' What i f the lisn is fail rage I meet 1—— 
Oh in ibc that I view hii printed feet: 
And, {evfall oft, wlm day'i declining light 
' TleU* b» fale tmpir to the mouiner night. 
By bulger roui'd, be taiun Iht gnaniag pUiiv 
Giuot mdVB and lUUeo tigen in hii Crain : 
Bcfbce them death with ihiieki directi their wa^, 
Filk die wiid jdi, and lendi diOD to their pttj." 

This, amtmgtt naay other paatagci to be met witb in 
the writings of CoUim, ihowi that his geniui was per- 
jectlj capable of the grand and magnificent in dcscrip. 
tioa, notwitbitanding what a learned writer bu ad- 
vanced to the contrary. Nothing, certainly, oonld be 
more greatlf coiKeived, or more adequately expreised, 
than the image in the last couplet. 

That deception, sometimes used in ihetc»ic and 
poetiy, which presents us with an object or sentiment 
contraiy to what we expected, is hc»'e introduced to the 
greatest advantage: 

-" Fvemll ibe yomh, whora lighs could nM detain, 
Whom Zira'i breaking heart knplgt'd in vain! 
Yc^ M dKw go'it, aaf eveiy Uait ariie 
Weak, and uniek as tliese njected tighi ! 

But this, perhj^s, is rather an artificial prcttiness, tbui 
a real or natural beauty. 
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ECLOGUE m. 

That innocent and native nmplidtj of maiuKn, 
which, in the first eclogue, was allowed to comtitute 
the harness of love, is here beaatitoltr described in 
its effects. Hie sultan of Persia marries a Georgian 
diepberdess, and finds in her embraces that gcnuioG 
felicitf which anp«rverted nature alone can bestow. 
The most natural and beautiful parts of this eclogue 
are those where the fair sultana ^ers wiUi to mncb 
pleasure to her pastoral amusements, and tboae sccDct 
t^ bafpy innocence in which she passed her eariy jean; 
particularly when, upon her first departure, 

'f Oft as ibe went, ibc teckwini cuni'd her vinr, 
Aod bade thu crook and blcUing flock adieu." 

This {Mctore of amiable simplicity remiads one of that 
passage, where Proaerjune, vkea carried oS bj Pluto, 
regrets the loss of the flowers she has been gathering. 

" CoUccti Bora tunkli cecidere remlius: 
Tantaquc limplkJUt puerilibui adfuit innii, 
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ECLOGUE IV. 

The beautiful, but unfortunate country, where the 
scene of this pathetic eclogue is laid, had been recently 
torn in pieces by the depredations of its savage ndgh- 
bours, when Mr. Collins so affectedly described its miS' 
fortunes. This ingenious man had not only a pencil to 
pouitray, but a heart to feel for the miseries of man- 
kind; and it is with the utmost tenderness and hu- 
manity he enters into the narrative of Circasua's ruin, 
while he realizes the scene, and brings the present 
drama before us. Of every circtimstance that could 
possibly contribute to the tender effect this pastoral was 
designed to produce, the poet has availed himself with 
the utmost art and address. Tims he prepares the heart 
to pity the distreues of Circasua, t^ representing it as 
the scene of the bapjnest love. 

"In birClrcasJa, yihtn, to ion iDclin'd, 
BKh swjin mu fatcK, lor (vciy nuid wu Uod." 

To ^ve the drctimitaDce of the dialogue a more a&ct' 
ing solemnity, he makes the time midnight, and de- 



... Google 



scribes the two shepherds in the very ad of flight fhxn 
the tlestruction that swept over thar coontiy : 

" Sad o'er the dcvn, two biothcr shepl^rds fled, 
Wberc wildcting fear ami dnperate vmow led." 

There is a beauty and propriety in the epthet wilder- 
ing, which strikes us more forcibly, the more we coq- 
nder it. 

The opening of tbe dialogue is eciually happy, na- 
tural, and ana^cted ; when one of the shepherds, 
weaiy and overcome with the fatigue of flight, calls 
upon his companion to review the length of way they 
had passed. This is certainly painting from nature, and 
the thoughts, however obvious, or destitute of refiae- 
ment, are perfectly in character. But, as the closest 
pursuit of nature is the surest way to excellence in: ge- 
neral, and to sublimity in particular, in poetical descrip- 
tion, so we find that this rimple suggestion of the shep- 
herd is not unattended with magnificence. There is a 
graiideur and variety in ihe landscape he describes; 

" And first review that long-exlended plain. 
And JOO wide groves, already put with pain I 
Yon ragged cliff, whose dangeroui path we nyd I 
And, LaU, thii loAy mouacajn's weary >idel 

There is, in inntative harmony, an act of exprcsong a 
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dom and difficult movement by adding to the osnal 
number of pauses in a verse, lliis U observable in the 
line that describcB the ascent of the mountain: 

And lait II Ihis lofty mountain'i || wury ude ||. 

Here we find the namber of pauses, or musical bars, 
which, in an heroic verse, is commonly two, increased 
to three. 

Tlie liquid melody, and the numerous sweetness of 
expreauon in the following descriptive lines is almost 
inimitably beautiful: 

■■ Sonet [o the nght ii Zabna'i flovcry plaini 
And once by jiymphi atid shcpbcrda tov'd in vain 1 
No more tlie virgim shall delight to rove 
By Sirpi' banks, or Irwan't sludy giovei 
On Tirkie'i mounnin catch the coolrng gatr. 
Or breathe the sweets of Aly's fiowcry vale." 

Nevertheless in this delightful landscape there is an 
obvious fault : there ts do distinction between the plain 
of Zabran, and the vale of Aly: they are both flowery, 
and consequently undiverufied. This could not pro- 
ceed from the poet's want of judgment, but &om inat- 
teation: it had aot occurred to him that he had cm-; 
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plowed the e^thet floweiy twice within so short a 
compass; an ovcrnght which those who are accustomed 
to poetical, or, indeed, to any otbO' species of coaqm- 
ution, know to be verjr possible. 

Nothingcan be more beautifully conceived, or more 
pathetically expressed, than the shepherd's apprehen- 
■ions for his &ir country-women, exposed to the ravages 
of the invaders. 

" la nJD Ciitama bouts her ijHcy giovB, 

For ever fna^d he pure and happy lova i 
la vain the boaiCi her faiitsl cf the bir, 
Tbcir cya' Uue Uoguiih, and Iheic golden hairl 
ThoK rja \a tears their fruithn grief shall send ; 
ThoK hain the Tartar's cruel hand ihatl rend." 

There is certainly some veiy powerfiil charm in the 
liquid melody of sounds. The editor of these pocma 
could never read or hear the following yerse repeated, 
without a degree of pleasure otherwise entirely unac- 
countable : 

" Thar eyes' iloe Imigmii, and their giUtn Aoir." 

Such are the Oriental Eclogues, whidi we leave with 
the same kind of an^ous pleasure we feel upon a tern- 
poraiy parting with a beloved friend. 
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OBSERVATIONS 
ODES, 

DESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 



The genius of Collins was capable of every d^ree of 
cxccUence ia lyric poetiy, and perfectly qualified for 
that high prorince of the miue. Possessed of a native 
ear for all the varieties of harmony and modulation, sus- 
ceptible of the finest feelings of tenderness and huma- 
nity, but, above all, carried away by that high enthou- 
asm vhich gives to imagioatioi] its strongest colouiing, 
be was at once capable of soothing the ear with the 
melody of his numbers, of influencing the passions by 
the force of his pathos, and of gratifying the fancy by 
the luxuriancy of his description. 
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In coDwqueDce of these poven, bat, more particn-' 
larly, in connderadon of the last, he chose such sub- 
jects for his lyric ctsays as were most favourable for the 
indulgence of description and allegory^ where he conid 
exercise his powers in moral and persooal palnling; 
where he could esert his invention in conferring attri- 
bntes on images or objects already new known, and 
described by a determinate number of characteristics; 
wh«e he imght give an uncommon eclat to bis figures, 
by pladng them in happier attitudes, or in more advan- 
tageous lights, and introduce new forms from the moral 
and intellectual world into the sode^ of impersonated 

Such, no doubt, were the prinleges which the poet 
expected, and such were the advantages he derived from 
the descriptive and allegorical nature of bis tbemes. 

It seems to have been the whole industiy of our 
author (and it is, at the same time, almost all the claim 
to moral excellence his writings can boast) to promote 
the inflnence of the social virtues, by painting them in 
the fiurest and happiest lights. 

" Melior fieri tiwudo)" 
would be no improper motto to his poems in general. 
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hut of his lyric poems it scans to be the whole moral 
teadeiiC7 and effect. If, therefore, it should appear to 
some readers that he has been more industrious to cuU 
tivate description than sentiment; it may be observed, 
that his descriptions themselves are sentimental, and 
answer the whole end of that species of writing, by 
embellishing every feature of virtue, and by conveying, 
through the effects of the pencil, the finest moral les- 
sons to the mind. 

Horace speaks of the fidelity of the ear in prefer- 
ence to the uncertainty of the eye; but if the mind re- 
ceives conviction, it is certainly of very little importance 
through what medium, or by which of the senses, it b 
conveyed. The impressions left on the imagination 
may possibly be thought less durable than the deposits 
of memory, but it may veiy well admit of a. question, 
whether a conclusion of reason, or an impression of 
imagination, wiU soonest make its way to the heart. 
A moral precept, conveyed in words, is only an account 
of truth in its cflfcctsj a moral picture is truth exem- 
plified; and which is most likely to gain upon the af- 
fectims, it may not be difficult to determine. 

This, however, must be allowed, that those works 
approach the nearest to perfection which unite these 
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powers and advantages; which at once inBuence the 
imagination, and engage the memory; the foimer 
by the force of animated and striking description, tbe 
latter by a brief, but harmuiious conveyance of pre- 
cept: thus, while the heart is influenced through the 
operation of the passions, or the fancy, the eflect, whicji 
might otherwise have been transient, is secured by the 
cO'Opemtiog power of the memory, which treasures up 
in a short aphorism the moral scene. 

This is a good reason, and this, perhaps, is the only 
reason that can be given, why our dramatic perfbrm- 
aoces should generaUy ^id with a chain of couplets. Id 
these the moral of the whole piece is usually conveyed; 
and that assistance which the memory borrows inxn 
rhyme, as it was probably the original cause of it, gives 
it usefulness and propriety even there. 

AAer these apologies for tbe descriptive tom of the 
following odes, something remains to be said on the 
origin and use of allegoiy in poetical composition. 

By this we are not to understand the trope in tbe 
schools, which is defined " aliud verbis, aliud sensu 
" oslendere," and of which Quintilian says, " usus est, 
" ut trutia dicamus melioribus verbis, aut bou» lex 
" quxdam contrariis significemus, &c." It is not tbe 
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verbal, but the sentimental allegory, not all^orical ex- 
pres3i<ai (which, indeed, might come nnder the term 
of metaphor) but all^orical imagety, that is here in 
question. 

When we endeavour to trace this species of figura- 
tive sentiment to its origin, we find it coeval with lite- 
rature itself. It is generally agreed that the most andant 
productions are poetical, and it is certain that the most 
andent pnDems abound with allegorical loiagery. 

If, then, it be allowed that the first literary pro- 
ductions were poetical, we shall have little or no diffi' 
culty in discovering the origin of allegory. 

At the birth of letters, in the tranution fromhiero- 
glyphical to literal expresuon, it is not to be wondered 
if the custom of expressing ideas by personal images, 
which had so long prevailed, should still retain its in- 
fluence OQ the mind, though the use of letters had ren- 
dered the practical application of it superfluous. Those 
who had been accustomed to express strength by the 
image of an elephant, swiftness by that of a pantbor, 
aixl courage by that of a lion, would make no scruple 
of substituting, in letters, the symbols for the ideas they 
had been used to represent. 

Hetc we plainly see the origin of allegorical ezprei- 
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non, that it anxc fix)fn the athes of hieroglyptucf j and 
if to the same cause we should reier that figurative 
boldnets of style aod imagery which distinguish the 
csicntal writings, we shall, perhaps, conclude more 
justly than if we should impute it to the niperior gran- 
deur of eastern geniua. 

From the same source with the verbal, we are to 
derive the aentimentat allegory, which b nodiing more 
than a continuation of tbc mctai^iorical or symbolical 
expression of the several agents in an action, or the 
different objects in a scene. 

The latter most peculiarly comes under the denoi 
minaticHi of allegorical imagery) and in this species of 
allegory we include the impersonation of passons, af- 
fections, virtues and vices, &c. aa account of which, 
principally, the following odes were prc^erly termed, by 
their author, al1^;orical. 

With respect to the utility of this figurative writing, 
the same arguments that have been advanced in fiivoor* 
of descriptive poetry, will be of wdght likewise here. 
It is, indeed, from impersonation, or, as it is commonly 
termed, personification, that poetical description bor- 
rows its chief powers and graces. Without the aid of 
this, moral and intellectual painting would be fiat and 
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uiunimaUd, and even tbe scenery of material objects 
would be doll, without the introduction of iictitions 
life. 

Tbeae observations will be most efectuallf illiu- 
trated b^ tbe sublime and beautiful odea that occasioned 
them; in those it will appear how happily this 'allego- 
rical painting may be executed by the genuine powers 
of poetical genius, and they wDl not fail to prove its 
ferce and utility 1^ passing through the Imagination to 
the heart. 



ODE TO PITY. 

" By Pella'i bard, a magic oame, 

Jiy ill die grieh hit rhoi^hc could {irame. 

Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let tbe nadoM view 
Thy sky-worn toba of tendereit blue. 

And eyes of dewy li^t '." 

The jwopriety of invoking pity through the mediation 
of Emipidea is obvious. — That admirable poet had the 
keys of all the tender passions, and, therefore, could 
not but stasd in tbe highest esteem with a writer of 



;, Google 



140 

Mr. CoUins's senubili^. — He did, indeeil, admire him 
as moch as Milton professedly did, and probably for the 
Eamc reason j butwcdo not find that he has copied him 
so closely as the last-mentioned poet has sometimes 
done, and particularly in the opening of Samson-Ago- 
nistes, which is an evident inutadon of the following 
passafc in the Phoenisse. 

Blif «(t«a(Si9( dvymit(, it TvfXi vg}l 
O^Ai^fut ■' ti, HuCavHTtf fftt if 

ae/Um. Aa iii. Sc. I. 

The " eyes of dewy light" is one trf the happiest strokes 
of imagination, and may be ranked among those ezpres- 
UODS which 

" — give ui b«k the image of the mind," 
" Wild Aran too hai btard ttij itruni. 
And echo, 'mldtt my tuidve plaitu, 

Bon BMh'd with pitf 'i lute." 
« There first the wren thy mynin ihed 
On gentlest Otway't hlaat head." 

Sussex, in which country the Anm is a small river, 
bad the honour of giving birth to Otway as well as to 
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Collins: baththeie, unhappily, became tbeobjectaof 
that pity by whidi their writings are distinguisbed. 
There was a siaiilitude in their genius and their suffer- 
ings. There was a resemblance in the misfortunes and 
in the dissipation of their lives; and the circumstances 
of th^ death cannot be remembered without pain. 

The thought of painting in the temple of pi^ the 
history of human misfortunes, and of drawing the scenes 
from the tragic muse, is vciy happy, and in every respect 
worthy the imagination of Collins. 



ODE TO FEAR. 

Ms. Collins, who had often determined to apply 
himself to dramatic poetiy, seems here, with the same 
view, to have addressed one of the principal powers of 
the drama, and to implore that mighty influence she 
had given to the genius of Shakepeare : 

" Hither again thy (ury deal. 
Teach me but (hkc like him to Inl: 
Hii cyprex wiialb my meed decree. 
And I, O, Fear, will dwell whh thai" 
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In the coaitrnctimi of thii nervcnu ode, tbe autfacr tuu 
shown equal power of jodgment and ima^natuH). 
NotUi^ can be jnon striking than the violent and 
abrupt id>breviati<»i of the measure in the £fth and 
sixth verses, when be feeU the strong influence of tbe 
power he involtea : 

Ak, Fear, ib, frantic Fnrl 
1 N^ I Me IbM near." 

The editor of tliese poems has met with nothing in the 
same spedea of poetiy, either in his own, or in any 
other language, equal, in all respects, to the following 
description of danger: 

" Dagger, whose limbs at giant mould, 
WhU mottal eye can fii'd behold i 
Who itailu hli round an hideous form, 
Howling unidit the midnight iComi, 
Or Ihrowt him on the ridgy Keep 
Of tome looM banging rocic. to deep," 

It Is impossible to cotatemplate the image ctrnvcTed in 
the two last verses without these emotions of terror it 
was intended to excite. It has, moreorer, the entile 
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KtrantagR of noveltj to recommeDd it; for there U too 
much nriginality in all the circumstaQcea, to suppose 
ttiat the author had in his eye that description of the 
{tenal situation of Catiline in the ninth JEatiA: 



The archetype of the English poet's idea was in natore, 
and probably to her alone he was indebted for the 
thought. From her, likewise, he derived that magnifi- 
cence of conception, that horrible grandeur of imagery^ 
displayed in the following lines : 

"Aodtfaose, the ficndi, vho ncu >Jlicd, 
O'er luture'i vduikU and wredu pretkle; 
While vengeance in the lurid air. 
Lifts her red arm, eipos'd and bare; 
On whom thai nvcning brood oS (ate, 
Who lap dK blood of sorrow, wa'it." 

That nntritive enthusiasm, which cherishes the seeds of 
poetry, and which is, indeed, the only kAI wherein tbfff 
will grow to perfection, lays c^n the mind to all the 
influences of fiction. A pasdon for whatever is greatly 
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wild, or magnificent in the worki of nature, seduces 
the imaginadon to attend to all that is extravagant, 
IiowCTer unnatural. Milton was notorioualy fond of 
high rcHnance and gothic JiailerUi; and Collins, who 
in genius and enthusiasm bore no vei^ distant resem- 
hlaoce to ItOton, was wholly carried away by the same 
attachments. 

" Be HUM to rml cbe vmom oU, 
Which thy nrakoung toiib have told t 
And, left [hou mat my Uuted Tiew, 
Hold ach struge tile dnoutl; true." 
« On that thrice hillow'd eve. Ice." 

There is an old traditionary superstition, tliat on St. 
Mark's eve, the forms of all such persons as sh^l die 
within the ensuing year, make their solemn entry into 
the churches of thdr respective paridies, as St. Patrick 
swam over the channel, without their beads. 
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ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 

The measure of the ancient ballad seema to have 
been made choice of for this ode, on account of the 
■ubjecti and it has, indeed, an air of simplicity not 
altogether unaflecting: 

« Bj all the hoKj'd iton 

On Hybla's ihymf shon, 
Bf all her blooms, and misgM murmurs dear, 

By het whose love-lgm wo, 

In eveoing muiings rfow, 
Sooth'd swlctlf ud Hcan'i poeC'i ur." 

TU» alkgoiical imagery c£ the honty'd stdre, the 
blooms, and mingled mnrmnn of Hybla, alluding to 
the sweetness and beauty of the Attic poetiy, has the 
finett and the happiest efiect : yet, possibly, it will bear 
a question, whether the ancient Greek tragedians had a 
general claim to simplicity in any thing more than the 
^ani of their drama. Ilicir language, at leavt, was 
infinitely metaphorical; yet it must be owDcd that they 
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justly ct^ried natore and the passions, and so fir, cer- 
tainly, they were entitled to the palm of true aimplicityj 
the following most beautiful speech of Polynices will 
be a miHiument of this so long as poetry shall last. 



Hr u lluuie nwiXaJiiCi £int wtM 
N<il>, »i WMii Of^' 1Z« >»{U{{«ff- 

Eywai. EUKIP. PhicaiB. ver, 



To one discinguish'd throoe." 

The poet cuts off the preval«ice of simplicity among 
the Romans with the reign of Augustus; and, iodeed, it 
did not continue much longer, most of the oompo- 
jitions, after that date, giving into filae and aitificial 
ornament. 

" No more, in laU or bo*tr. 
The panioni own iby power. 
Love, oolf love, her (cncelcai numben mean." 

la the« lines the writings of the Prtjvcnjal potts are 
principally alluded to, in which simplicity is geSeralty 
sacrificed to the rhapsodies of romanijc lore. 
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ODE ON THE POETICAI. CHARACTEE. 

Prncul I O I procul oh pro&ni I 

This ode is so infimtely abstracted and replete with 
Iiigh enthuaaun, that it will find few readers capable 
of entering into the beauty of it, or of relishing its 
beauties. There is a s^le of sentiment as utterl)' on* 
Intelli^ble to cmnmon capacities, as if the subject were 
treated in an unknown language; and it is on the same 
account that abstracted poetry will never have many 



llie anthcn of such poems must be content with 
the aj^Kobation of those heaTen-faroured geniuses, who> 
l^ a sinuJIari^ of taste and sentiment, are enabled to 
penetrate the high mysteries of inspired fiincy, and to 
porsoe the loftiest flights of entbuuastic imagination. 
Nevertheless, the praise of the distinguished few is cer- 
tainly preferable to the applause of the undisceming 
million; for all praise is valuable in proportioD to the 
judgment oi those who confer it. 

A# the s)ihject of this ode is uncommon, so are the 
style and expression highly metaphorical and abstracted : 
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thus the sun is called " the rich-hair'd youth of mora," 
the ideas are ternied " the shadowy tribes of mind," tec. 
We are struck witli the prc^niety of this mode of ex- 
pression here, and it affords us new proofs of the ana- 
logy that subsists between laagaage and sentiment. 

Nothing can be more loftily imagined than the 
creation of the Cestus of fancy in this ode: the allego*' 
rioal iniagery is rich and sublime : and the obserratian- 
that, the dangerous passions kept aloof, during tlm 
citation, is founded on the strictest philosc^hical' 
truth; for poetical foucy can exist only in minds tint 
are perfectly serene, and in some measure abstiacted- 
from' the influences of sense. 

The scene of Milton's " inspiring hoiK-' is perfectly 
in character, and described with all those wild-wood- 
appearances of which the. great poet was so eathoaiT 
astically fond : 

"I vitw that oalc, the badd glides imong. 

By which as Milton Uy, hii evening ear, 

Nigh ipher'd in heaven, its native strains could hcaj," 
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ODE TO MERCY. 



- The ode written in 1746, and the ode, to mercy, 
•eem to have been written on tbe same occauon, vh. 
tfae )ate rebellion i the foimer in memory of thosa 
heroes who fell in defence of their country, tbe latter 
to excite Mntunents of cotnpasrion in &vour of those 
unhappy and deluded wretches who became a sacrifice 
to public justice. 

The language and ima^ry of both arc vay beau- 
tiful; but the scene and figures described, and the 
■ttvphe of the Ode to Mercy, are exquisitely striking, 
and -Would afford a painter one c^ the finest subjects in 
the World. 



ODE TO LIBERTY. 

The ancient states of Greece perhaps tbe only ones 
in which a perfect model of liberty ever existed, are 
naturally broogbt to view in the opening of the poem. 
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" WIm ihall awike the S[artaD Gfe, 
And call in Hkmn louiklt lo lif^ 
The joutbt, whoK locki difiodf tpreadiiigi 
Like vcmi] hfidntlu id nillen bue.^' 

Tberc a something extremely bold in this imagci^ 
of &e locks of the Spartan yoaths, and greatly snperior 
to that detcripdcMi Jocasta gives as of the hair of Poly 



" What new Alacui, fiuicj-blnt. 

Shall ling Eheiirard, in mynkt dmt) kc" 

lliis alludes to a fragment of Alcsus still remaining, 
in which the poet celebrates Harmodius and Ansto^. 
ton, who slew the tyrant Hipparchus, and thereby re- 
stored the liberty of Athens. 

The fall of Rome is here most nervously described 
in one line: 

" With h(aii«C Muod, » giaot-itanic, felL 

"Hie thought seems altogether new, and the inutative 
harmony in the structure of the verse iEia&nirable. 
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After bewailing the ruin of ancient liberty, the poet 
coDsideri the influence it has retained, or still retains, 
among the modeins; and here the free republics of 
Italy naturoll)' engage bis at(cntii»i.->— Florence, indeed, 
only to be lamented on account of losing its liberty 
under those patrons of letters, the Medicean fenulyj 
the jeeUota Pisa, justly so called in respect to its long 
impatience and regret nnder the same yoke; and the 
smaii Marino, which, however unrespectable with re- 
gard to power or extent of territory, has, at least, this 
distinction to boast, that it has preserved its liberty 
longer than any other state, ancient or modem, having, 
without any revolution, retained its present mode of 
goremnient near 1400 years. Moreover the patron 
aaint who founded it, and from whom it takes its naibe, 
deservea this poetical record, as he b, perhaps, the only 
saint that ever contributed to the establishment of free- 
dom. 

" Kor e'er her rormer pride relate, 
To lad Ijgurii's blecdrng ttate." 

In these lines the poet alludes to those ravages in the 
«tate of Genoa, occasioned by the unhappy divisions of 
the Gnelphs and Gibelinei. 
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«—:— When ^6»iiur'do( thy dwwf) ,,, „ 

__ ;&« diri^ Mchcr beard tiijr voUt" ^^ . , i. , 

For an accoont (tf the.oekbmted evoat reform to fti 
time TCTK), we Vokaue'ti ^atle to tfae King of ffnun. 

" Tluide whom the rod of Alva bruii'd^ 
WboM cmwD a Briliih queen nfut'dl" 

The Flemiugi were eo dreadfully (pressed by this 
UDguinaiy general of Philip the Second, that the^ of- 
fered their sovereignt)r to ^zabcthj but, happily fot 
her subjects, she bad policy and magna niauty cnot^h 
to rcfiue it. Deformeaux, in his Abr^g;6 Cbronologiquc 
de rHistoire d'£sp3giie, thus describes the Buderings of 
theFlemlogs: " Le Duc.d'Albe adttevpitde r£diwt les 
'' Flamanda au d^teapoix. Aptitzvdr iaoQd^.Woellft- 
" fauU du sang k plus noble et le plus pr£di«ix<^^i^ 
" soit copstruire, des citadelles en. di?Bi> oi^dfpi^f. itt 
" Touloit ^tablir I'Alcavala, ce tribute oD^KUfqiH fMfiifl 
" 6t€ longtemsep us<tge paimi les^spagpol^", .^gji^ 
Chron. tom.iv. ,. ,-. arj>,i fi ■! 



■:; Where thouHuid elfin shapes abide!" " 

■.,.. 1 ;; .11 'p>!JJ(nu 

Mona is properly the Romannamc of the iale of Apg^. 
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tcy, aDcientl; '«cr &iiioUs fbr its Qniids; 
as in this place, it is given to the tale of Man. Both 
tibtMC iklnitiU retain mucti of the geifios'tifsuperttitfot!^, 
ai^iBifc >aaw the only jdacei vhett: there ii Out feaU 
chance of finding a faiiy. 



;'*d A lADT, OK *HB DBATR Of COLOMEL BOSS, 

IK TSK A'CTIOK of FONTBKOT. 

. , 1 ifa 

Tb^ Iaiiri»ic kind of nnmbers in which tlus oAc'u 
canoeived, seems as well calciilated for tender and 
plaintive mbj&ctg, at for those where strength'or irapi* 
di(7-i*'n)qtllredA-"Th!s, perhaps, is owing to the repe-- 
tMMof'thri^ttsin'Ittthe same staUzat for sorrow re- 
j^t^^Brietyj Wid affects an onifcrmity of complaint. 
It is needless to observe that this ode is replete with 
hannony, spirit, and pathos; and there, surely, appears 
no reason why the seventh and eighth stanzas should be 
qDoitted in that copy printed in Dodsky's collection of 
pd^sn' 
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ODE TO EVSNING. 



The blank ode has for some time sdidtcd a 
into the Engliih poetry; but its efforts, luthcrto, seem 
to have been vain, at least its recqitiOD has been no 
more than partial. It remains a question, then, whe- 
ther there is not something in the nature of blank 
verse less adapted to the lyric than to the faermc tDca- 
sure, unce, though it has been generally lec^ved in the 
latter, it is yet tuiad<^ted in the fortasr. In wder to 
discover this, we are to connder th& different modes oi 
these different species of poetry. That of the heme if 
oniform; that <tf the lyric is vartoos; and in these cir-i 
Gumstances of uniformity and variety, probably, lies the 
eaote why blank vene has been successfol in the raie, 
and uracceptable in the other. While it presented it- 
self only in one form, it was familiarized to the ear hf 
custom ; bnt vrbere it was obliged to assume the difier- 
ertt shapes of the lyric muse, it seemed stiU a stranger 
of uncouth figure, was received rather with ciwo^ty 
than pleasure, and entertained mthout thwt aae, at 
satisfaction, which acquaintance and Amiiiari^- pFO' 
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duce, — Moreover, the heroic blank vene obtaioed a 
rancdon of infinite importance to its general reception, 
whai it was adopted by one of the greatest poets the 
world erer produced, and was made the vehicle of the 
oobiett poem that ever was written. When this-poem 
at length extorted that applause which ignorance and 
pr^udice had united to withhold, the Tersification soon 
found its imitatcWB, and became more generallj saccess- 
iiil than even in those countries from whence it was 
imported. But lyric blank verse bad met with no such 
advantages; fbrMr.Ccdlins, whose genius and judgment 
in harmony naight have given it so powerful an efi«ct, 
hath left us bat one specimen of it in the Ode to 



In the choice of his measure he seems to have had 
in his eye Horace's Ode to Pyrrfaa ; for this ode bears the 
Dearest resemblance to that mixed kind of the asclepiad 
and pberecratic versej and that rettemblance in sofoe 
4^ree reconciles us to the wBnt of rhyme, while it 
teiaaiida as of those great masters of antiquity, whose 
jKxka had no need of this whimsical jiugle of soundi. 

Fran the following passage one might be induced 
to think diBt the poet had it in view to lender his sub- 
ject and hia vcrsificatioD suitable to each other on this 
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occsiion, and that, -when be addressed bimWtf to the 
■obcr power of Evening, he had thought proper la'tif 
aside the foppeiy of rhyme; 

" Nov tcKh mr, maid compog'd, 

Tg brtaihe wme ufleo'd tinia. 
Whose numbcn itcating through thy darkening vale. 
May not untcemly vith its slillnBs sulr, 

Aa, muiiog tlowt 1 hall 

Thy genial lov'd reCumt" 

fiat whatever were the numbera, or the veisificatian of 
this ode, the imagery and enthusiasm it contains could 
not fid) of rendering it delightful. No other of Mr. 
Collim's odes U more generally characteristic of his 
genius. In oae place we discover his passion for vision- 
ary beings : 

" For when thy [olding-star aiiiiog ibom 
Hii pak circlet at hii warning lamp 

The fragnnt houn and elvca 

Who ilcpt in buds Che day. 

And many a nymph who wreatbi her browi with ledjt, 
And sbedi the freshening devr, and lovelier still, 

The penilve pleaiures sweet 

Prepare thy shadowy car." 
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Iri . another wc behold his afioog biai to loelan- 
<!Iw'K« 

" TbcD let me rove nme wild and bcatby kcik, 
Or find umc ruin 'midic in dnuy iklJs, 

Whose wall) more awTul nod 

B]r thy rcligtoui glnmt." 

Then appears his taste for what is wildly grand and 
magnificent in naturej when, prevented hy storms from 
enjoying his evening v/alk, he wishes ioz a situation, 

« That from Ihc raouoUin's sides, 
Vicwi wild and iwcllinj[ floodi; 

And, through the whole, bia invariable attachment to' 
the eipression of painting: 

" and niarici f/cr >11 - -. r * 

Thy dewy fingere draw i ) 

The gradual dusky veil." 

It might be a suiiident eacomium on this beautifiil ode 
tp observe, that it has been particularly admired by a 
ladf to whom nature has ^vea the most perfect ^nci- 
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ptetofUite. SIk lu» Dot even complained of the want 
of Thyme id it; a circumstance by no means onfavour* 
aUe to the caiue of lyric blank verse; for surety, if a 
fair reader can eodore an ode without belb and chimes, 
the mascoline genius may dispense with them. 



THE MANNERS, 



Fbok the subject and sentiments of this ode, it 
leenu not improbable that the author wrote it about 
the time when he left the univenityj when, weary 
with the pursuit of academical studies, he no lon^r 
confined himself to the search of theoretical knowledge, 
but commenced the scholar of humanity, to study na- 
ture in her Works, and man in socie^. 

The following farewell to science eshibits a very 
just as well as striking picture: fac however exalted in 
theory the Platonic doctrines may appear, it b certain 
that natonism and Pyrrhonism are allied : 
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' '<'Fanvdltbe]icilth>irtNserMf itKcn, 
. AnJi'd «ith tb' enlivening dive') gnea : 
Where Science! f'ai'i in tiuucd vest, 
Bj Reuoo, Pride, and Fancj drcst, 
Coroe like a bride, » trim anay'd, 
To wed wilh Doubt in PlaCo'i shade!" 

When tbe nund goes in pursuit of viuonaiy systexaa, it 
not far from the regions of doubt; and the greater 
ts capacity to think abstracted!)', to reason and refine, 
the more it will be exposed to, and bewildered in, nn- 
certaia^. — From an enthuuastic warmth of temper, 
indeed, we may for a while be encouraged to perust in 
some favourite doctrine, or to adhere to some adopted 
gystemj but when that enthuuasm, which is founded 
oD the vivaci^ of the passions, gradually cools and dies 
away with them, the opinions it supported drop from 
mi, uid we are thrown upon the unhos^utable shca% of 
donbt.-^A striking proof of the neceasify of some mc«ml 
rule of wisdom and virtue, and some system of ha^^- 
ness established by unerring knowledge, and unlimited 
power. 

In the poet's address to humour in this ode, there b 
one im^e of ringular beau^ and proptiety. The 
ortiament in the hair of wit arc of such a nature, and 
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di^oicd in such a nuDner, ai to be peifectly symbo- 
lical and characteristic : 

" Me too amidst thy baod admit, 
There where the young-cy'd healthful wity 
(Whose jewel) Id hii criiped hair 
Are |daG*il exb Mber't beamt to Ihate, 
Whan M delights rrem tbee divide) 
In laughter loos'd attcndi thy side." 

Nothing could be more expressive of wit, which con- 
sists in a happy collision of comparative and relative 
images, than this reciprocal reflection of light from the 
disposition of the jewels. 

'" O Humour, thou ^uac name u tuoirn 
To Sriun'i iavour'd Isle alone." 

The author could only mean to apply this to the time 
when he wrote, since other nations had produced worki 
of great humour, aa he hmuelf acknowledges after* 
wards. 

" By old MiletiB, Ice. 

Bjr all you taught die Tufcan nuidi, kc." 

The'Milesian and Tuscan romances were by no means 
distinguished for humourj but, as they were the models 
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of that ipeda of vritiiiK in which humour wu after- 
wordi onploycd, th^ are, probably for that reawa onl/, 
mentioned here. 



THE PASSIONS. 

AK OOB POR IIUSIC. 

Ir the muiic which wai compoied for tbi> ode, bad 
equal merit with the ode itself, it mutt have been the 
roost excellent performaQce of the kind, in which poetry 
and muiic have, in modem timet, united. Other piecei 
of the ume nature have derived their greateit reputa- 
tion from the perfection of the music that accompanied 
them, having in themselves little more merit than that 
of an ordinary ballad: but in this we have the whole 
(onl and power of poetry — Expression that, even with- 
out the aid of music, strikes to the hearCj and imagery 
of power enough to transport the attention, without the 
forceful alliance of corresponding sounds I what,, then, 
must have been the efiecls of these united I 

It 11 very observable that though the measure ii the 
ume, in which> ttie musical efforts of fear, anger, and 
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dopair, are detcribed, yet 1^ the variation of the ca- 
dence, the character and operation of each ia ftronglj 
exprcsied : thui particulaily of Despair : 

" With woful mcuun win Dc»p»i[^ 

Low luUca uunds his ^rkf begird, 
A Kijanii, (tnnge, and taia^ti aH> 

'Twu ud bf fitif by ttim 'Cvu viM." 

He mnst be a Tciy unskilful onnposer who could not 
catch the power of imitatire harmony from theie lines! 
The picture of Hope that followi thia is beautiful 
almost beyond imitation. By the united povers of 
imagery and harmony, that delightfiil being is exliiblted 
with all the chaims and graces that pleasure and fancy 
have appic^)riated to ber. 

Relent, qui Kind pcrconic j 
Qui nunquaiD Iciit, legit. 

*■ But tbou, O Hope, with tytt » Eur, 

What was thy delighted measure ! 
Still it whisper'd promii'd pleasure, 

And hule the lovely scenes at distance haill 
Slill would her touch the strain prolong, 

And trom Ibe roclu, the woods, tbe vale. 
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Site call'd on Echo uill through all the songj 
And where bcr iwetmC theme the choK, 
A loft respooiiie voice wai heird ac every deact 

And Hope enchanted UDil'd, and vxv'i her gulden hair." 

In what an exalted light does the above stanza place 
this great master of poetical imagery and harmonjl 
what varied aweeiness of Dumbenil what delicacy of 
jadgmeot and expressioal how characteristically does 
Hope prolong her strain, repeat her soothing closes, 
call upon her associate Echo for the same parposes, and 
display every pleasing grace peculiar to hert ■ 

" And Hope enchanted unJ^d, and wav'd her golden hair-^' 

Legal, qui nunquam ligitj 
Qui Mmtl percurril, nl^ac. 

The descriptions of je^, jealousy, and revenge, are ex- 
cellent; though not equally so. Those of melancholy 
and cbeeifulaess are superior to every thing of the 
kind; and, upon the whole, there may be very little 
hazard in asserting that this is the finest ode in tlie 
English language. 
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AN EPISTLE 

to bik vbomas bamheb, on his edition of 

shakspeihk'b wokc's. 

Tbie poem was written b^ the author at the nni- 
vernty, about the time when sir Thomas Hanmer'a 
pompous edition of Shakspeare was printed at OxfOTd. 
If it has not so much merit as the rest of his poems, it 
has still more than the subject deserves. The verufi- 
cation is easy and genteel, and the allu»ons always poe- 
tical. The character of the poet Fletcher in particular 
is very justly drawn in this epistle. 



DIBGE IN CYMBEUNE. 

ODE ON THS CBATH OF MK. TBOMION. 

Mb. Collins had shil to cmnfiam. Of thai 
mournful melody,, and those tender images, which an 
the distinguishing excellencies of such pieces as bewail 
departed friendshipj or beauty, he was an almost lui- 
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equalled master. He kacw perfectly to exhibit Euch 
circumstances, peculiar to the objects, as awaken the 
influences of pityj and while, from his own great sen- 
sibility, he felt what he wrote, be naturally addressed 
himself to the feelings of others. 

To read such lines as the following, all beautiful and 
tender as they are, without corresponding emotions of 
pity, is surely impossible : 

•' The lender thought on thee ihill djuell. 
Each lonely scene shall thee retote, 

For due the tear be duly shed 
Belov'd, till life cto^harm no more ; 

Andmoum'd, 'till PiCy't self he dud." 

The Ode on the death of Thomson seems to have been 
written in an excursion to Richmond by water. The 
rural scenery has a proper effect in an ode to the me- 
raoiy of a poet, much of whose merit lay in descriptions 
of the same kind; and the appellations of "Druid," 
and " meek Nature's child," are happily characteristic. 
For the better understanding of this ode, it is necessary 
to remember, that Mr. Thomson lies buned in the 
church of Richmond. 
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